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IfARLOWE stands in the shadow of 
Shakespeare : this is surely sufficient 
reason for his enroimenl with our 
glorious few. For bis gifts we value 
him — for what he possessed rather 
than for what he achieved. Too often he is held 
up to us as merely an impulse-giver, a pathljoder, a 
sort of poetic engineer, who wildly, vehemently 
broke up ground which finer spirits should here* 
after make rich and fair. We are taught to 
remember him as the leal inventor of our noblest 
poetic instrument, blank verse, as the creator of 
English tragedy, as a master whose manner 
Bspeare strove to copy and surpass. Thfta^ 
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are in truth splendid titles, splendid claims to the 
honour of a people's memory. Yet, if we have 
gratitude for Marlowe, the worker, we have en- 
thusiasm for Marlowe, the poet Ail that he did 
I was done unconsciously ; it was done by virtue 
I of the tremendous poetic force within him, 
\ We cannot too highly rate such poetic force : in this 
worn-out, languid age of ours it is rare. Marlowe's 
\ freshness, energy, passion, are qualities that our 
f dramatic literature will never again possess in an 
• equal degree. It may be pessimistic to affirm it, 
yet, as there can never be another Shakespeare, so 
there can never be another Marlowe — never another 
dramatist of ours just so brimful of poetic strength 
and promise. For his rich possessions let us prize 
him — for his stupendous force and fire, for having in 
him germs such as those that gave us a Shakespeare, 
for having in him, as Drayton has grandly said — 

" Those brave translonary things 
That the first poets had ; his raptures were 
AH air and ike, which made his verses clear ; 
For that Ane madness still he did retain. 
Which rightlj should poaaeaa a -go^tVa'VjtaNsir 
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Our actual knowledge of his life could be knit 
up into a single sentence. We can seize but the 
facts of its obscure commencement, and of its 

tragic dose. He has, Indeed, a particular right to \ 

rank with Canterbury Poets^ for in Canterbury, on \ 
a day in the February of 1564, he was bom. The 
primroses of that April, amid the moss in Avon 

woods, had not yet lost their beauty before another l 

immortal spirit entered our world — the Englishman, \ 

William Shakespeare. For all of us this must r 

ever be a memorable year. Marlowe's father, a \ 

poor shoemaker, was yet able to find a place for I 
his boy in the best school of the city, who passed 

thence with success to Cambridge. There, after \ 

study at Befiet (Corpus Christi) College, he took ^ 

his degrees of B.A. and M.A., leaving the university ! 

for London in 1587. Here, by his own choice, he | 

soon became one of those '' gentlemen who spend \ 

their wits in making plays." Study only seems to < 

have strengthened his repugnance to a disciplined i| 

life ; pleasure, the instinct of self-gratification, ruled \ 

him ; time and gains went, in Ihe pVwcatst itQ\siN'^<3f5i^ \ 
ballade, " Tout aux tavemes et a>ix tiVifc^'' '\>W5^'^ 
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brief years of riot are dark for us. It is believed 
that he was at first an actor, until a broken leg 
obliged him to write ; perhaps he published dread- 
ful doctrines, railing at God and at religion; he 
may even have travelled abroad as a soldier : all 
these things are likely, and careful editors have 
produced evidence to prove their truth. Yet they 
are not as incontestably certain as the writing in the 
burial-record of a church at Deptford, where stand 
the sad words: ** Christopher Marlowe, slain by 
Francis Archer, the i6th June 1593." There, in a 
brothel, came the stop to his reckless life — a cruel 
stab in the eye while wrangling with a lackey for 
the kisses of a courtesan. Yet in those six riotous 
years he gave England six splendid plays : wild, 
intemperate, as was his own career, and still so 
charged with high poetry and passion, that the 
world will never willingly let them die. Greene, 
Nash, Peele, talented scapegraces all, were working 
in the same field, writing tales, pamphlets, ant 
plays in hot haste to fend off penury. Marlov 
ea^y distanced his rivals, and rose vivOioMt ^c 
to be that "ikmoos gracer of ttagedxwas** ^"^ 
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jealous Greene has named him. For while these 
his associates were but clever young playmakers, 
he was a great original genius. They scorned his 
"braggart blank verse," his "drumming deca- 
syllabon : " that was because his " Tamburlaine " 
had electrified the town. Nothing so new, so 
strong) so full of hot life and passion, had ever been 
witnessed in a London playhouse. The people 
were ready for it They were beginning to lose 
interest in the cold Moralities and Mysteries that 
were really only lessons in Bible history — a sort of 
sermon in pantomime. Not puppets, but living men 
and women, with passions as their own, came now 
to claim their sympathy. " Tamburlaine " wrought 
a revolution not only in popular taste but in the 
history of our literature. It created the Elizabethan 
drama. This was the play that should point out a 
new and living way, a bolder, worthier method of 
making an English tragedy than by strict imitation 
of classic models. This was the play that saved us \ 
from lines, rules, and " the three unities." But yet 1^ 
the new drama was to bono^ sotCk!^^\CL'^ Ixwcl ^^ ^\ 
classic theatre. It took tiiext&oTSL >^^ toxsw^ '^^ 
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metre. * "Gorboduc," our earliest known English 
tragedy, no doubt gave Marlowe hints as to verse 
structure ; but we need only take a passage from 
that drama and put it beside a piece from ** Tam- 
burlaine," in order to feel how infinitely stronger 
and more beautiful the decasyllabic had become in 
his hands. We will cite these twelve lines from 
\ Sackville and Norton's play. It is Marcella's 
I complaint — her voice is broken with passion : — 

\ ** queen of adamant, marble breast, 

\ If not the favour of his comely face, 

If not his princely cheer and countenance, 
His valiant active arms, his manly breast. 
If not bis fair and seemly personage ; 
His noble limbs in such proportion cast 
As would have rapt a silly woman's thought. 
If this might not have moved the bloody heart. 
And that most cruel band the wretched weapon 
Even to let fall, and kissed bim in the face, 

L 

With tears, for ruth to reave such one by death, 
Should nature yet consent to slay her son t " 



I Having read them, let us declaim the captive 
Bajazet's words of woe : — 
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" dreary engines of my loathM' sight, 
That see my crown, my honour, and my name . ! 

Throst nnder yoke and thraldom of a thief, | 

Why feed ye still on da/s accursM beams, ! 

And sink not qnite into my tortured soul ? . . . [ 

poor Zablna 1 my queen, my qneen I ' 
Fetch me some water for my burning breast, ! 
To cool and comfort me with longer date ; j 
That In the shortened seqnel of my life 

1 may ponr forth my soul into thine arms, 
With words of love. ..." 

This comparison not only serves to show the ':\ 
difference between the lifeless and the living — 
between lines that tire and lines that thrill It also 
proves, if any proof were wanted, that English 
blank verse before Marlowe wrote it was hard, 
insipid, tame, and that he, with genius to guide ^ 
him, shaped and fashioned it anew, giving it beauty, l 
strength, and fire — making it " the supreme instru- i 
ment of tragic poetry." In the words of a great [ 
critic : — \ 

" Marlowe, first of Englishmen, perceived how j 
noble was the instrument he handled — how well \ 
adapted to the closest ttasoiim^^ VVi^ ^-^r^^^x 
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epigram, the loftiest flight of poetry, the subtlest 
music, and the most luxuriant debauch of fancy. 
Touched by his hands the thing became an organ 
capable of rolling thunders and of whispering sighs 
— of moving with pompous volubility, or gliding 
like a silvery stream — of blowing trumpet-blasts 
to battle, or sounding the soft secrets of a lover's 
heart. I do not assert that Marlowe made it dis- 
course music of so many moods. But what he did 
with it unlocked the secrets of the verse, and 
taught successors how to play upon its hundred 
stops. He found it what Greene calls *a drum- 
ming decasyllabon.' Each line stood alone, formed 
after the same model, ending with a strongly- 
accented monosyllable. Marlowe varied the pauses 
in its rhythm, combined the structure of succeeding 
verses into periods, altered the incidence of accent 
in many divers forms, and left the metre fit to be 
the vehicle of Shakespeare's or of Milton's thought." 
But before we pass on to measure the merits 
and defects of our poet, we may as well remark 
the order in which his plays were produced. 
Editors are, Itbmkf agreed as to the\i c\ixox^o\o^\c2\ 
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sequence. " Tamburlaine," which heads the list, was 
performed in public before the year 1587. It was 
in two parts, the second part having been speedily 
produced in order to strengthen the success 
obtained by the first. "The general welcomes 
*Tamburlaine' received," said the Prologuey "When 
he arrived last upon the stage. Hath made our poet 
pen his Second Part." It was soon succeeded by 
four others— by " Dr. Faustus," "The Jew of Malta," 
" The Massacre of Paris," and " Edward II." The 
drama of " Dido, Queen of Carthage," may have 
been begun by the poet in his first and feeblest period 
of authorship, but it was found unfinished at his 
death. Nash is thought to have helped to complete 
it, and possibly the duller parts of this incoherent 
play were written by him. Besides these dramas, 
Marlowe made poems and translations. He began 
to tell in most exquisite verse the lovely story of \ 
Hero and Leander. But he was only able to | 
produce two of his so-called sestiads, and thus left 
us another fragment, which a later, lesser poet. 
Chapman, had the hardWiood lo Xom"^. ^:}v\'a3^'^-a:^ 
made it complete by 3o\n\Tv^ oti \o \\. ^^>» ^^^^Kt 
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\ sestiads, which only serve to set in stronger relief 
\ the supreme beauty of the two that precede them. 
\ Marlowe also translated into good rhymes, probably 
* as a college exercise, the " Amores " of Ovid ; his 
\ clever version, however, was not appreciated by 
I certain critical bishops, who found it their duty to 
I make a public bonfire with the work. Another 
( translation, that of the " First Book of Lucan," in 
[ strong blank verse, with some short lyrics, including 
the famous " Come live with me and be my Love," 
make up the number of our poet's legacies to 
literature. These are all. His was a brief career. 
He died at twenty-nine, in the bright morning of 
his fame. We keep him in that chamber of our 
memory where are those poets stolen too soon from 
the world by Death, the great Robber ; he is with 
3 all others whom the gods loved — with Otway and 
Keats, with Chatterton and Shelley, with Ch^nier 
and de Gudrin. Had time' been his, who shall say 
to what heights he would nOt have soared. But he 
had only six stormy years in which to fight his 
battle for fame, for immortality. Then came that 
ignominious end. 
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Marlowe's work reflects his life as a mirror 
reflects a face : all his life was swayed by passion ; 
all his dramas take passion for their theme. 
Play-writers before him made types of the Virtues ; 
he makes types of the Lusts. Each drama exhibits 
some overmastering passion, as it grows, and 
develops, and destroys. The lust for empire and 
limitless rule ; the lust for lucre, for all knowledge 
and all beauty — these form the groundwork, the 
mainspring of each play. 

" Tamburlaine " shows us the quenchless thirst 
for reign. As a tragedy, it has been so often ridi- 
culed and censured for its bombast and rant, that it 
were idle to re-echo here the derision or the blame. 
It certainly exhibits an abundance of that brutalitS^ 
firociti^ fouguBy for which French critics condemn 
the Elizabethan drama. But then it was a begin- 
ning, a trial of strength ; the poet was feeling for his 
way, using all his tremendous powers for the first 
time. We may consider the scheme of the play 
to be inartistic, absurd ; we may scoff at that 
spectacle of caged and harnessed kings, at the grim 
effects gained by blood and baUeitOiXit^vcv^N ^^x-a^ 
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I the extravagance, all the ferocity, can never (doll for/ 
i us the splendour of the poetry that shines out through 
; it alL What Englishman before Marlowe could 
write such burning passages as those which I have 
taken from "Tamburlaine" wherewith to enrich 
this little book 1 Nay, who now, in this tame and 
I temperate age, could make such a vehement poem 
! for us, or draw such a dread picture of the last 
; for empire as this of " Tamburlaine,'* the mediaeval 
Napoleon? Yet nobody wants such a picture. 
i The world is older and wiser ; we are all stnctly 
moral now. We do not care for embodiments of 

I. 

:j the lusts. We prefer our own modem dramas, with 
! Parisian petticoats and dialogue — plays from which 
1 the " three'* all-important "unities" of adultery, 

arsenic, and tea-cups are never missing. Well, 

Marlowe had his systems, his effects ; we have 
\ ours. But then he had also his glorious poetry, 

his rich, fearless imagination. And our modern 

dramas have neither. 
" Tamburlaine " is valuable to us now as a lurid, 

intoxicating poem, full of glare and horror, yet rich 
m'tA many a lovely and melodvous \m^ \\^xVi^^ 
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was the first Elizabethan dramatist who from the j 
very outset showed style. He uses words as a \ 
painter uses pigments ; his pages are luminous | 
with beautiful words, beautifully combined. If \ 
style be to writing what colour is to painting, we \ 
may justly call Marlowe one of our first great ) 
colourists in language. And we may ask ourselves, ! 
indeed, if the impression that he makes upon our • 
senses, if the high nervous pleasure he creates 
for us — a pleasure similar to that begotten by the I 
sight of boughs or waters turbulent in storm — be { 
not in great measure due to this his strange \ 
strength as poet and stylist, to this rich imagina- 
tion and this felicitous use of words % Splendid as ■ 
a potm, " Tamburlaine " fails as a play. \ 
Vd{ the second drama, in "Dr. Faustus," it is 1 
the poetry which leavens the whole mass ? 
andj makes it great. "Faustus" is the portrait 
oi 4 soul struggling and fearfully failing to seize 

owledge and all pleasure. The poet has r 
in the picture by bold strokes, has handled 
old German legend in Yi\s o^wii -^^^^^^aS.^ 
ess way, " How largelv \l \s «aX '^^sBfc^X^ 




XX PREFA TOR V NOTICE. 

exclaimed Goethe. Hazlitt calls it Marlowe's best 
work. But yet it is not the philosophical, not 
the teaching element in ''Faustus'' which attracts 
us now. The play touches us, I think, by the 
quality of its poetry, by the magic of such lines as 
these commencing 

" Haye not I made blind Homer sing to me ; '* 
or of those in the "Apostrophe to Helen," 

** Was this the face that launched a thousand ships." 

For the fine emotion, then, for the dbranlement 
nerveux produced by these passages and by the 
whole dreadful death scene, we must value this 
weird tragedy ; they alone are sufficient to !blind 
us to some serious defects. \ 

In its day "The Jew of Malta" was pertaps 
the most popular of Marlowe's dramas. (He 
wrote it for AUeyn, the celebrated actor of that 
time, who is said to have played Barabas with [ 
great effect. Barabas is another type, a Shylock ! 
with a difference, one whom lust for money has 
made into a monster. As a drama, this, too, \ 
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cannot be called a triumph* The excellence of 
the 'first two acts is ill sustained by those which 
follow. Marlowe, indeed, began nobly by a 
monologue, where the Jew meditates upon his 
wealth, which may rank with the finest that our 
literature owns. All, however, has not the accent 
of that wonderful passage. In the scene with the 
strangled friar, Marlowe shows his solitary attempt 
at humour of a grim sort ; and a strong dramatic 
situation is created by the meeting of master and 
slave, when Barabas in disguise, with fiddle and 
flowers, comes to poison the truant partner of his 
villainy. Marlowe probably wished to make this 
a one-character play, and only tried to stimulate 
the public hatred of greedy Jews. Barabas fills 
the whole canvas ; the scenes seem to be strung 
together without art in the sole aim to render him : 
1 more and more hideous. But, as in every play, \ 
\ mighty lines, brave and beautiful phrases are i 
strewn broadcast about the pages ; and from these j 
we must get our pleasure and ignore defects. i 

" The Massacre at Paris ; or, tragedey of the 
gnyes," has always been termed Marlowe's crudksit 
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drama. Alleyn, the actor, took the chief part in 
this also, and may have scored a success as the 
Huguenot-hating duke. The poet certainly pro- 
j vided him with one magnificent speech, quite flaw- 
less both as a portrait of character and as a piece 
of impassioned verse ; and the death scene, where 
disdainful Guise walks wittingly forth to meet his 
assassin's dagger, gives a touch of grandeur even to 
this poor play, whose text, we are certain, must 
have been cruelly mutilated. 

By all these dramas Marlowe was developing 
his gifts, was gradually preparing for a master- 
piece, for "Edward II." In this he touched his 
highest point of excellence. Here the whole is 
subdued, the style is temperate and restrained, 
the characters are clearly drawn, and they stand • 
in just relation to the central figure. Edward's j 
ruin advances slowly, surely, inevitably ; there j 
is no escape ; yet, as we watch him falling and 
forsaken, pity outweighs our scorn. Marlowe here 
showed that he had firmly seized upon the id^e 
^apitale, the leading motive of tragic drama, when 
he indicates the fatal and mevila^A^ coTv"5tQ^^xw«i^ 



■i 



PREFA TOR Y NOTICE. xxiil 






which every evil deed draws after it. "As ye have 
sown, so shall ye reap." That is the moral of it, 
that is the lesson taught by " Edward II." 

It was the first and finest among all our his- 
torical dramas of the Elizabethan era. There is 
no reason to place it second to Shakespeare's 
"Richard IL," which it resembles at many points, 
I do not believe that we ought to rate " Richard II." 
higher. There is certainly no scene in Shake- 
speare's play equal to that last fearful one in the 
dungeon of Berkeley Castle, where a king pleads 
I with a cut-throat for life in words that make our 
I eyes fill as we read. I am glad that space allows 
I me to have the whole immortal tragedy here 
I printed, so that readers may judge of it in its 
entirety. They will not fail to discover the luminous 
passages, to recognise the colour and poetry in j 
Gaveston's description of sensuous schemes to ! 
please his royal friend, and to feel how the note of j 
anguish and despair, first struck in the great abdi- \ 
cation scene, deepens and swells, until its sheer ■ 
piercing pathos wrings from ms \ft^x^ ^1 ^\^?i ^^'^ 
weak Edward's awful end. IVv^X ^x^sS^ ^ckc*. 
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is surpassed by none to be found in English drama. 
Very few in all our literature can stand beside it 
It rouses the same emotion, it touches our imagina- 
tion in the same way as do the murder scene, in 
" Macbeth," the last act of" Othello," or the storm- 
scene in " Lear." More such grief-impelling pas- 
sages from Ford, Webster, and yet again from 
Shakespeare, might possibly be cited to compare, 
for their tragic intensity, with this, the finest and 
the first. Here, as in all great works of art, by 
simple means the great effect is obtained. Unlike 
Marlowe's other dramas, wherein the horrors are 
so profusely piled up that they defeat their end, and 
fail to produce emotion, " Edward II." moves and 
thrills us by its simplicity and humanity. The last^ 
act is in the manner of Euripides — the laying bare 
of a king's suffering and death itself creates the 
emotion. This stern presentment of human misery 
and anguish, relying upon that to touch the spec- 
tator, is truly Greek. Shakespeare, with all those 
after him, must have profited largely by this grand 
lesson in the art of moving an audience by the 
simplest and most potent means. 
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i " Edward 1 1." was Marlowe's ripest play, his most 
: splendid legacy to all who came after him along 
the road that he first boldly pointed out. We must 
1 turn to that in order to know the real Marlowe, in 
order to get at the full estimate of his genius, and 
to feel how great was the loss to our literature ! 
when death took him. And we may safely I 
^ place it, not only with our greatest dramas, but 
j with those eternal ones that are for all time. I 

From Virgil's "iEneid" Marlowe took a subject \ 
\ that he never lived to work out. " Dido, Queen of | 
! Carthage," at his death, was probably but a set of 
i speeches and formless scenes that Nash afterwards i 
\ developed and arranged for the stage. Critics ; 
I believe this to be the play that bears fewest marks I 
of the poet's lofty style. No attempt at lust- ; 
painting is here ; the tale of Dido's unhappy love | 
is trieated dramatically, though with little art ; |. 
it is Again the poetry in this which gives it beauty. 
A culrious opening scene, laid in Olympus, has 
almolst a note of burlesque in it, and we must 
lemavk the strong translauotv iiom ^\\^ ^^. "^^ 
tale Jbf Troy's fall. Nasb, \i \ve VOl^^^ ^.^ ^"^^ 
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this, surely never wrote those two lines about the 
Grecians — 

** In wliose stem faces shined the qnenchless fire 
That after burnt the pride of Asia." 

They have the real Marlowe accent. Again, when 
Venus offers to lay Ascanius 

" Amongst green brakes, 
And strew him with sweet-smelling violets, 
With blnshing roses, purple hyacinths ; " 

when Dido, thirsty for iCneas' love, cries — 

" I'll make me bracelets of his golden hair ; 
His glistering eyes shall be my looking-glass ; 
His lips an altar, where I'll offer up 
As many kisses as the sea hath sands ; 
Instead of music I will hear him speak ; 
His looks shall be my only library ; " 

or when, in those few rich lines, the nurse dercribes 
her orchard, we seem to hear the true Marlowe 
charminc; us, and we feel less willing to believe 
that Nash did more than jtjst preserve these 
scattered jewels in his rude settmg. \ 
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\ 



i It is worthy of remark that " Dido " is Marlowe's 

only play which depends for its interest upon love. 

; In all his other dramas he has never cared to give 

• 

\ love any prominence. Nor did he try to create | 
i any interesting female figure. He has no heroines. 
I Xenocrate, Zabina, Bellamira, Isabel, are all [ 
i shadowy, intangible beings, without individuality, \ 
\ without charm. If "Dido "interests us, it is because ? 
Virgil has drawn her ; Marlowe merely reproduces 
the picture, with no perceptible sympathy for his 
subject. He seems to take most delight when he 
may indulge his passion for rich and coloured 
description ; when he may paint ships with golden \ 
cordage, crystal anchors, and ivory oars ; when he 
may speak of Dido's "silver arms" and "tears of 
pearl," or imagine "common soldiers" in "rich 
embroidered coats," with 

" Silver whistles to control the winds." 

r 

I And this exuberant passion for describing and 
I contemplating the beautiful, this delight in all out- 
I ward and visible loveliness, sUoxv^ ^"^ \\. Ns* \sv ^^^ 
bis dramas, seems strongest \ii x^ci^^. ^^%^^'^'^^'^ 
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fragment of narrative verse, ** Hero and Leander." 
For its splendour of imagery, lustre of epithet, and 
melody of phrase, this takes the first place among 
all similar work of the golden Elizabethan age, 
Shakespeare's "Venus and Adonis" comes far below 
it ; indeed, that poem is both an imitation and a 
failure, Marlowe handled the long rhyming couplet 
as no one else could handle it, giving to it the 
three supreme qualities of simplicity, sensuousness, 
and passion. As we read his " goulden lynes," his 
"sweet-according rimes," I think they touch our 
imagination, they satisfy our sense of form and 
melody in a far deeper degree than any dexterous, 
polished passage that we can choose from Pope, 
professedly a master in the making of that difficult 
kind of verse. 

To produce a match for " Hero and Leander," to 
find an English poem really similar to it in feeling 
and in form, we must pass down the centuries until 
J we come to that other " Elizabethan, born out of 
due time," until we come to Keats and to his 
" Endymion." That breathes the same frank, sen- 
suous Jove for the beautiful — thai Yias Ocv^ ^^.m^ 
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i 
richness of ornament, the same pure, unstudied 

melody of phrase. If we read the two poems in 

succession, we shall best perceive how very closely 

Keats and Marlowe resemble each other in spirit 

and in gifts ; Greeks both of them by virtue of 

this their passionate worship of Beauty, of "the 

principle of Beauty in all things." 

It would be interesting if, by comparison, we | 

could stay to show Marlowe's singular facility for \ 

using the couplet, and to note how his blank verse 

seems to be the result of a gradual and triumphant \ 

effort to escape from the rhymed couplet, where ! 

sense and melody are rarely carried on beyond a j 

pair of lines. Much of his early blank verse reads ! 

like unrhymed couplets ; the sense stops after two \ 

lines, and the music too. By this imperfect work 

he was training himself to write the magnificent 

passages, strong, rounded, and unbroken, where 

i thought and metre sweep grandly to their climax, ■ 

\ which we find in his "Edward II," and even in ! 

{ " The Massacre of Paris." But space will not let me f^ 

do more than just hint aX lYv^ ^\^a^\\\^\5:i\«i ^-ais*?^ "^^ 

from such an examinalVoti oi \V^ ^o^*^^ ^esN'«sv^'«^Nsv 
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) 



the technical difficulties of his art For I must 
make an end. 

The question, the final question to be asked and 
answered is, then, this^Why is Marlowe valuable 
to us ; why should we read and study him ? I 
think we must answer, for the height and splendour 
of his poetry, for his " fine madness." It has been 
my aim here to insist upon this as his great 
characteristic — that he possessed a wealth of poetic 
fire such as no one in that age, save Shakespeare, 
possessed. The height and splendour of his poetry 
may, perhaps, be most fitly shown by selections — 
by choosing and collecting passages full of fire aind 
light, rich in colour, and beautiful in sound. So 
this little book has been made. Those who would 
contemplate Marlowe as a painter of the passions 
should read him as a whole. We have lost our 
interest now in whatever philosophy he may have 
sought to expound ; his pictures of passion fail to 
touch us from their want of truth, from their wild 
exaggeration. Shakespeare has for ever effaced him 
in that field. What, then, can Marlowe give us — 
something bis own, something mdmdviaX »cA.xw^\ 
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His poetxy, his simple, sensuous, passionate bursts 
of high poetry. For this we must prize him ; in 
this we must find our satisfaction and refresh- 
ment. 
I Marlowe has not yet got the ear of Europe. In 
England even, few comparatively give him high 
regard ; abroad, he still counts as a barbarian. 
Germans may sympathise, perhaps, with one who 
first touched their great Faust-legend ; the French 
have riever seen more in him than a wild pioneer 
and rodd-breaker for Shakespeare. A distinguished 
modeni Italian poet and critic, in verses made by 
him w^ile reading Marlowe, expressed the belief 
that hi^ author seemed to have been inspired by 
the fumes of beer. Truly a fine criticism, a subtle 
inference this, to deem all Marlowe's "mighty 
lines " as but the outcome of beer 1 From such a 
singular judgment we may conclude that foreigners, 
with their curious slowness to appreciate any 
Anglo-Saxon poets but Byron and Shakespeare, 
have not yet got at the true Marlowe. In England, 
even, he is not known enou^Vv, \ ^ti^\^Ks^'^^'a^ 
this little set of extracts ma'^ iecoiDxcA.TA. "^s^^^^^'-* 
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\ may prove to be " infinite riches in a little room ; " 

\ may really help to make his fame wider and more 

i bright, of whom it was once written : — 
1 

r 

/ " What mortall soule with Mario might contend 

I That could 'gainst reason force him stoope or bend I 

■ Whose silver-charming toung mov'd such delight, 

That men would shun their sleep in still darke night 

To meditate upon his golden lynes, 

His rare conceyts and sweet-according rimes. 

But Mario, still admired Mario's gone 

To live with Beautie in Elysium ; 

Immortall beautie, who desires to heare ) 

His sacred poesies, sweete in every eare, 

Mjirlo must frame, to Orpheus' melodic, 

Ilinmes all divine, to make heaven harmonic. ) 

There ever live the prince of poetrie, ,' 

Live with the living in etemitie ! " i 

P. E. P. 




\ 







flDarlovpc'0 Dramatic MocU&* 

♦ 

TAMBURLAINE THE GREAT. 



TAMBUELAINE PROCLAIMS HIS SCHEME OF 

CONQUEST. 

FIRST FART.— Act I., Scene 2. 



/-.. 



Tker, Where is this Scythian Tamburlaine T 
Tamb, Whom seek'st thou, Persian ? I am 

burlaine. 
Ther, Tamburlaine ! 
A Scythian shepherd so embellished 
With nature's pride and richest furniture 1 
His looks do menace heaven and dare the gods ; 
His fiery eyes are fix'd upon the earth, 
As if he now devis'd some BtYa\.a.ct<&m, 
Or meant to pierce AvernuB* dakv\L^o\xi^ nwoW'^ 
To pall the triple -headed dog ^totcv\\vA\. 
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Tamb. Noble and mild this Persian seems to be, 
If outward habit judge the inward man. 

Tech. His deep affections make him passionate. 

Tamb. With what a majesty he rears his looks 
In thee, thou valiant man of Persia, 
I see the folly of thy emperor. 
Art thou but captain of a thousand horse, 
That by cbariicters graven in thy brows, 
And by thy martial face and stout aspect, 
Deserv'st to have the leading of an host f 
Forsake thy king, and do but join with me, 
And we will triumph over all the world : 
I hold the Fates bound fast in iron chains, 
And with my hand turn Fortune's wheel about ; 
And sooner shall the sun fall from his sphere 
• Than Tamburlaine be slain or overcome. 
Draw forth thy sword, thou mighty man-at-arms, 
Intending but to raze my charmed skin. 
And Jove himself will stretch his hand from heaven 
To ward the blow, and shield me safe from harm. 
See, how he rains down heap^ of gold in showers, 
As if he meant to give my soldiers pay I 
And, as a sure and grounded argument 
Tiiat I shall be the monarch of the East, 
He sends this Soldan*s daughter rich and brave, 
To be my queen and portly emperess. 
If thou wilt stay with me, renowmed man, 
And lead thy thousan<l horse with my condiict, 
Besides thy sliare of this Eijyptian piize, 
Those thousand horse shall sweat with martial spoil 
Of conquer'd kiusrdoms and of cities sack'd ; 
Both we will walk upon the lofty cliffs ; 
And Christian merchants, that w\t\\ E.v]l^\^w «tQiKi«i 
PJoagb up huge furrows in the Caa\AaTv^ea, 
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Shall vail to nd as lords of all the lake ; 

Both we will reign as consuls of the earth, 

And mii^hty kings shall he our senators. 

Jove sometimes masked in a shepherd's weed ; 

And by those steps that he hath scai'd the heavens 

May we become immortal like the gods. 

Join with me now in this my mean estate 

(I call it mean, because, being yet obscure, » 

The nations far-remov'd admire me not), 

And when my name' and honour shall be spread 

As far as Boreos claps his brazen wings, 

Or fair Bootes sends his cheerful light. 

Then slialt thou be comvetUor with me, 

And sit with Tamburlaiiie in all his majesty. . 

HIS PORTRAIT. 
Act II., Scene 2. 



Co9, Thus far are we towards Theridamas, • i 

And valiant Taniburlaiue, the man of fame, 
Tiie man that in the forehead of his fortune ' 
Bears figures of renown and miracle. 
But tell u;c, that hast seen him, Menaphon, • 

What stature wields he, and what personage ? 

Jl/ew. Of stature tall, and straightly fashioned , ,. \ 

Like his desire, lift upwards and divine ; ; 

So larpe of limbs, his joints so str4»ng1y knit, * 

Such breadth of shoulders as miji;ht mainly bear 
Old Atlas* burden ; 'twixt his manly pitch, 
A pearl more worth than all the world ia 5^Wi,'»\^ V 

Wierein by curious sovereignty ol «k.\\. \ 

Are £x'd his piercing instruments ol ?J\^v\., 
Whose fiery circles bear eBComp«L»»V^ 
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\ 



A heaven of heavenly hodies in their spheres, ^ 

Tliat .truided \\\a steps aud actions to the throne I 

Where honour sits invested royally ; 

Pale of complexion, wrought in him with passion, 

Thirsting with sovereignty and love of arms ; 

His lofty brows in folds do figure death, 

And in their smoothness amity and life ; 

About them hangs a knot of amber hair, 

Wrapped in curls, as fierce as Achilles* was, 

On which the breath of heaven delights to play, 

Making it dance with wanton majesty ; 

His arms and fingers long and sinewy, 

Betokening valour and excess of strength— 

In every part proportioned like the man 

Should make the world subdu'd to Tambarlaine. 



HIS THIRST OF REIGN. \ 

AoT II., Scene 7. ■ | 

Tamh. The thirst of reign and sweetness pf a crown ] 

That caus'd the eldest son of heavenly Ops j 

To thrust his doting father fro'm his chair, \ 

And place himself in the empyreal heaven, \ 

Mov'd me to manage arms against thy state. j 

What better precedent than mighty Jove ? ' \ 

Nature, that fram'd us of four elements j 

Warring within our breasts for regiment, * 

Doth teach us all to have aspiring minds : ] 

Our souls, whose faculties can comprehend 

The wondrous architecture of the world, 

Aud measure every wandering vlanet's course, 

fi^tlJI climbing after knowledge ixAmt^, 

And always moving as the rest\ftaa s^ewia. 
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Will us to wear ourselves, and never rest, ? 

Until we reach the ripest fruit of all, f 

That perfect bliss ana sole felicity, ""^ 

The sweet fruition of an earthly crown. i 

• • »» — t 

>-' 1 

THE SF^TArT'S SUMMONS. | 

AoT IV., Scene 1. 

Sold. Awake, ye men of Memphis ! hear the clang^. 

Of Scythian trumpets ; hear the basilisks, - ' 

That, roarinc, shake Damascus' turrets down t 

The rogue of Volga holds Zenocrate, 

The Soldan's daughter, for his concubine, 

And, with a troop of thieves and vagabonds, j 

I Hath spread his colours to our high disgrace, | 

; While you, faint-hearted base Egyptians, | 

Lie slumbering on the flowery banks of Nile, j 

As crocodiles that unafifrighted rest - 

While thundering cannons rattle on their skins. 
Mess. Nay, mighty Soldan, did your greatness see 

The frowning looks of fiery Tamburlaine, 

That with his terror and imperious eyes 

Commands the hearts of his associates, 

It might amaze your roval majesty. 
SoSL Villain, I tell thee, were that Tamburlaine > 

As monstrous as Gk>rgon prince of hell, 
, The Soldan would not start a foot from him. 

Bat speak, what power hath he I , 

JfcM. Mighty lord. 

Three hnndired thousand men in armour clad, 

Upon fheir prancing steeds, disdainfullY 

with wanton paces trampling on t\wd ^owxA % 

I^re hundred thousand footxnen t\iT«&1u6Ii^x^& ^^^1 
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Shaking their swords, their spears, and iron bills, 
Environing their standard round, that stood 
As bristle-pointed as a thorny wood ; 
Their warlike engines and manition 
Exceed the forces of their martial men. 

Sold. Nay, could their numbsis countervail the 
stars, 
Or ever-drizzling drops of April sliowers. 
Or wither'd leaves that autumn shaketh down. 
Yet would the Soldau by his conquering power 
So scatter and consume them in his rage. 
That not a man should live to rue their fall. 

Capo, So might your highness, had you time to sort 
Your fighting men, and raise your royal host ; 
But Tamburlaine by expedition 
Advantage takes of your unreadiness. 

Sold. Let him tuke all th' advantages he can : 
Were all the world conspir'd to fight for him, 
Nay, were he devil, as he is no man, 
Yet in revenge of fair Zenocrate, 
Whom he detaineth in despite of us, 
This arm should send him down to Erebus, 
To shroud his shame in darkness of the ni*:;ht. 

Mess. Pleaseth your mightiness to understand, 
His resolution far exceedeth all. 
The first day when he pitcheth down his tents, 
. White in their hue, and on his silver crest 
' A snowy feather spangled-white he bears. 
To signify the mildness of his mind, 
Tliat, satiate with spoil, refuseth blood : 
. , But, when Aurora mounts the second time, 
As red as scarlet is his furniture ; 
Then must his kiadled wrath be quenched with blood, 
-^^ot sparing any that can manage atma •. 
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But, if these threats move not submission) 

Black are his colours, black pavilion ; 

His spear, his sliield, his horse, his armour, plumes, 

And jetty feathers, menace death and hell ; 

Without respect of sex, degree, or age, 

He razeth all his foes with fire and sword. 

^old. Merciless villain, peasant, ignorant 
Of lawful arms or martial discipline 1 
Pillage aad murder are his usual trades : 
The slave usurps the glorious name of war. 

TAMBURLAINE WOOS ZENOCRATE 

Act v.. Scene 1. 

Tamh, Ah, fair Zenocrate I — divine Zenocrate I » 
Fair is too foul an epithet for thee — — 
That in thy x)assion for thy country's love, 
And fear to see thy kingly father's harm. 
With hair dishevell'd wip'st thy watery cheeks ; . 
And, like to Flora in her morning's pride, f 

Shaking her silver tresses in the air, 
Rain'st on the earth resolvM pearl in showers, , 
And sprinklest sapphires on thy shining face, 
Where Beauty, mother to the Muses, sits. 
And comments volumes wiHi her ivory pen. 
Taking instructions from thy flowing eyes ; 
Eyes, when that Ebena steps to heaven, r 
In silence of thy solemn evening's walk. 
Making the mantle of the richest night. 
The moon, the planets, and the meteor.^, light ; 
There angels in their crystal armours ^^\. 
A doubtfo] battle with my tem^piV.^^ VXv^x^gcs^^ 
FoiEgjpt'B freedom and tU© ^o\^wC%\\l^^ 
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His life that so consames Zenocrate ; \ 

Whose sorrows lay more siege into my soul 

\ Than all my army to Damascus' walls ; 

■ And neither Persia's sovereit^ nor the Turk 

? » Troubled my senses with conceit of foil 
So much by much as doth Zenocrate. 



O^hat is beauty, saith my sutTerings, then f 



f all the pens that ever poets held 
Had fed tne feeling of their masters' thoughts, 
And every sweetness that inspir'd their hearts, 
Their minds, and muses on admirM themes ; 
If all the heavenly quintessence they still 
From their imnSortal flowers of poesy, 
Wherein, as in a mirror, we perceive 

i The hif^hest reaches of a human wit ; 

I If these had made one poem's period, 

i And all combin'd in beauty's worthiness, 

Yet should there hover in their restless heads 
One thought, one grace, one wonder, at the least, 
Which into words no virtue can digest. 

\ \ 7^u"t how unseemly is it for my sex, 
I \i My discipline of arms and chivalry, 
; My nature, and the terror of my name, 
To harbour thoughts effeminate and faint ! 

! Save only that in beauty's just applause. 

With whose instinct the soul of man is touch'd ; 

And every warrior that is rapt with love 

Of fame, of valour, and of victory, 

Must needs have beauty beat on his conceits : 

\ I thus conceiving, and subduing both. 

That which hath stoop'd the chiefest of the gods, 
Even from the fiery-spangled veil of heaven. 
To feel the lovely warmth of shepheida' flames, 
And mask in cottages of strowbd reeds, 
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Shall gi^e the world to note, for all my birth, 
That virtue solely is the sam of glory, 
And fashion men with true nobility. 



THE SAME. 

AOT I., SCENB 2. 
I 

\ Tamh. Disdains Zenocrate to live with me f 

J Or you, uiy lord, to be my followers ? 

I Think yon I weigh this treasure more than you ? 

t ,11 Not all the gold in India's wealthy arms 
Shall buy the meanest soldier in my train. 
Zenocrate, lovelier than the love of Jove, « j 

I Brighter than is the silver Rhodope, j 

Fairer than whitest snow on Scythian hills, 
Thy person is more worth to Tamburlaine ; 

Than the possession of the Persian crown, 
Which gracious stars have promis'd at my birth. • 

A hundred Tartars shall attend on thee, ! 

Mounted on steeds swifter than Pegasns ; ■ 

Thy garments shall be made of Median silk, • 

Enchas'd with precions jewels of mine own. 
More rich aud valorous than Zenocrate's ; > 

With milk-white harts upon an ivory sled 

' Thou shalt be drawn amidst the frozen pools, > 

i And scale the icy mountains' lofty tops, ) 

[ Which with thy beauty will be soon resolved : ! 

> Mr martial prizes, with five hundred men, 

; Won on the fifty-headed Volga's wavea^ 

i Shall we all offer to Zenocrate, 

/ And then myself to fair Zeixocta\». ^ 



/ 
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CALLAPINE'S PROMISES. 

SECOND PART.— A<;t I., Scene 2. 

Call. By Cairo runs to Alexandria Bay 
Darotes' stream, wherein at anchor lies 
A Turkish galley of my royal fleet 
Waiting my coming to the river-side. 
Hoping by some means I shall be relens'd ; 
Which, when I come aboard, will hoist up sail, 
And soon put forth into the Terrene sea, 
Where, 'twixt the isles of Cyprus and of Crete, \ 

We quickly may in Turkish seas arrive. { 

Then sbalt thou see a hundred kin^s and more, <; 

Upon their kuees, all bid me welcome home. \ 

Amongst so many crowns of burnish'd gold, \ 

Choose which thou wilt, all are at thy command : \ 

A thousand galleys, manned with Christian slaves, | 

I freely give thee, which shall cut the Straits, 
And bring armadoes, from the coasts of Spain, 

J Fraughted with gold of rich America : . 

' The Grecian virgins shall attend on thee, j 

Skilful in music and in amorous lays, \ 

As fair as was Pygmalion's ivory girl, | 

• Or lovely lo metamorphosed : ■ 

With naked negroes shall thy coach be drawD, I 

And, as thou rid'st in triumph through the streets, i 

The pavement underneath thy chariot-wheels | 

With Turkey-carpets shall be covered, 
And cloth of arras hung about the walls, | 

Fit objects for thy princely eye to pierce : 
A hundred bassoes, cloth'd in crimson silk, 

Shall ride before thee on Barbarian steeda \ 
And, when thon goeat, a golden canoi^y 
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Enchas'd with precious stones, whicli shine as bright 
As that fair veil that covers all the world, 
When Phoebus, leaping from his hemisphere, 
Descendetli downward to th* Antipodes — 
And more than this, for all I cannot tell. 



i THE DEATH OF ZENOCRATE. ? 

i \ 

' Act II., Scene 4. 

t Tamh. Black is the beauty of the brightest day ; \ 

The golden hall of heaven's eternal fire, ^ 

That danc'd with glory on the silver waves, 
Now wants the fuel that inflam'd his beams ; j 

And all with faintness, and for foul disfjracc, \ 

He hinds his temples with a frowning cloud, 
I Eeady to darken earth with endless night. • 
J Zenocrate, that gave him liglit and life, . i 

Whose ej'es shot fire from tlieir ivory brows, | 

}. And temper'd every soul with lively heat, I 

"■■ Now by the malice of the angry skies, ? 

Whose jealousy admits no second mate, 
■ Draws in the comfort of her latest breath, [ 

All dazzled with the hellish mists of death. 
Now walk the angels on the walls of heaven. 
As sentinels to warn th' immortal souls • 

To entertain divine Zenocrate : . \ 

Apollo, Cynthia, and the ceaseless lamps ■ 

That gently look'd upon this loathsome earth, \ 

Shine downwards now no more, but deck the heavens 
To entertain divine Zenocrate : 
The cTystaX springs, whose ta&tQ V\V\XTfi\xAX.«^ 
Re&ned eyes with an eternal si^\.) - 
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Like triM silver run through Paradise 
To entertain divine Zenocrate : 
I The cherubins and holy seraphins, 
I That sing and play before the King of Kings, 
I Use all their voices and their instruments 
To entertain divine Zenocrate ; 
And, in this sweet and curious harmony, 
The god that tunes this music to our souls 
Holds out his hand in highest mtgesty 
To entertain divine Zenocrate. 
Then let some holy trance convey my thoughts 
Up to the palace of th' empyreal heaven, 
Y That this my life may be as short to me 
^ As are the days of sweet Zenocrate. — 
Physicians, will no physic do her good ? 
First Phys, My lord, your majesty shall soon per- 
[ ceive, 

I An if she pass this fit, the worst is past 
; Ta/nib,' Tell me, how fares my fair Zenocrate ? 

j Zeno. I fare, my lord, as other empresses, 

j That, when this frail and transitory flesh 

Hath suck'd the measure of that vital air 
\ That feeds the body with his dated health, 
f Wane with enforc'd and necessary change. 

Tamb. May never such a change transform my love, 
\ In whose sweet being I repose my life ! 

Whose heavenly presence, beaut&ed with health. 
Gives light to Phoebus and the fizM stars ; j 

Whose absence makes the sun and moon as dark : 

As when, opposed in one diameter, j 

Their spheres are mounted on the serpent's head. 
Of else descended to his winding train. ^ 

Z'/re still, my love, and so conserye my life, '' 
^r, dying, be the author of my deat\i. 
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ZtfMi. Live still, my lord; oh, let my sovereign 
live! 
And sooner let the fiery element 
Dissolve, and make your kingdom in the sky, 
Than this hase earth should shroud your majesty ; 
For, should I but suspect your death by mine, 
The comfort of my future happiness. 
And hope to meet your highness in the heavens, 
Tum'd to despair, would break my wretched breast, 
And fury would confound my present rest. 
But let me die, my love ; yes, let me die ; 
With love and patience let your true love die : 
Your grief and fury hurts my second life. 
Yet let me kiss my lord before I die. 
And let me die with kissing of my lord. 
But, since my life is lengthened yet a while, 
Let me take leave of these my loving sons, 
And of my lords, whose true nobility 
Have merited my latest memory. 
Sweet sons, farewell ! in death resemble me, 
And in your lives your father's excellence. 
Some music, and my fit will cease, my lord. 

Tamb. Proud fury, and intolerable fit. 
That dares torment the body of my love. 
And scourge the scourge of the immortal God ! 
Now are those spheres, where Cupid us'd to sit, 
Wounding the world with wonder and witli love, 
Sadly supplied with pale and ghastly death. 
Whose darts do pierce the centre of my soul. 
Her sacred beauty hath enchanted heaven ; 
.And, had she liv'd before the siege of Troy, ^ 

/Helen, whose beauty summoii'd Oi^^^i^ \j5i ^tnv^^ \ 
/ And drew a thousand shipa to Teiv^^o^^ x^ 

Had not been nam'd in Homw'a WVv^^— 
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. Her name had been in every line be wrote ; 
j Or, had tbose wanton poets, for whose birth 

! Old Rome was proud, but gaz'd a while on her, • 

. Nor Lesbia nor Corinna had been nam'd — ; 

■ Zeuocrate had been the argument ; 

* . Of every epigram or elegy. 
; \Tht Mima Bownds — Zenocrate die^. \ 

What, is she dead ? Techelles, draw thy sword, '"• 

\ And wound the earth, that it may cleave in twain, i 

And we descend into th' infernal vaults, 

To hale the Fatal Sisters by the hair, ; 

And throw them in the triple moat of hell, i 

For taking hence my fair Zeuocrate. \ 

Casane and Theridamas, to arms ! i 

Raise cavali<'ros higher than the clouds, 
• And with tlie cannon break tlie frame of heaven ; | 

' Batter the shining palace of the sun, 1 

And shiver all the starry firmament, • 

For amorous Jove hath snatch'd my love from hence, | 

Meaning to make her stately queen of heaven. i 

1 What god soever holds thee in his arms, j 

<Uvin^ thee nectar and ambrosia, \ 

Behold me here, divine Zenocrate, 
; Uavinir, impatient, desperate, and mad, 

: Hreaking my steeled lance, with which I burst 

The rusty beams of Janus' temple doors 

Lettins? out Death and tyrannising War, 

To march with me under this bloody flag ! 

And, if thou pitiest Taraburlaine the Great, 
' Come down from heaven, and live with me again 

Ther. Ah, good my lord, be patient ! she is dead. 

And all this raging cannot make her live. 
/If irords wight serve, our voice \\alVi T«i\i\. Wv^ «it \ 
J Tf tval^f our eyes have water d a\\ tVie «aLtt.\v\ 
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If grief, our murder'd hearts have strain'd forth blood. 
Nothing prevails, for she is dead, my lord. • 

Twmh, Fnr ithJ. jjt /iMjf. I thy words do pierce my soul : \ 
Ah, sweet Theridamas, say so no more ! >_ 

Though she be dead, yet let me think she lives, \ 

And feed my mind that dies for want of her. 
Where'er her soul be, thou [To the body] shalt stay 

with me, i > 

Embalm'd with cassia, ambergris, and myrrh, 
Not lapt in lead, but in a sheet of gold, 
And, till I die, thou shalt not be interrM. 
Then in as rich a tomb as Mausolus' 
We both will rest, and have one epitaph 
Writ in as many several languages 
As I have oomiuer'd kingdoms with my sword. 
Tliis curs^il town will I consume with lire. 
Because this place bereft me of my love ; ; 

The houses, burnt, will look as if they mourn'd ; i 

And here will I set up her stature, • ! 

And march about it with my mourning camp. 
Drooping and pining for Zeuocrate. , ; 

TAMBURLAINE'S LESSON TO HIS SONS. 

AOT III., SOENE 2. 

Tamh, But now, my boys, leave off, and list to me, 
That mean to teach you rudiments of war. 
I'll havo you learn to sleep upon the ground, ! 

March in your armour tliorough watery fens, • ■ 

Sustain the scorcliiug heat and freezing cold. 
Hunger and thirst, right adjuncts o? \A\ei -««*« \ 
And, after this, to scale a caat\e-^a\\, n 

Besiege a fort, to undermine a tov?u. 
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And make whole cities caper in the air : 
Then next, the way to fortify your men ; 
In champion grounds what figure serves you best, 
For which the quinque-angle form is meet, 
Because the corners there may fall more flat, 
Whereas the fort may fittest be assaii'd, 
And sharpest where th' assault is desperate : 
The ditches must be deep ; the counterscarps 
Narrow and steep ; the walls made high and broad 
The bulwarks and the rampires large and strong, 
With cavalieros and thick counterforts, 
And room within to lodge six thousand men ; 
It must have privy ditches, countermines, 
• And secret issuings to defend the ditch ; 
It must have high argins and cover'd ways 
To keep the bulwark-front from battery. 
And |>arapets to hide the musketeers, 
Casemates to place the great artillery, 
And store of ordnance, that from every flank 
May scour the outward curtains of the fort. 
Dismount the cannon of the adverse part, 
Murder the foe, and save the walls from breach. 
When this is learn'd for service on the land, 
[ By plain and easy demonstration 
1 I'll teach you how to make the water-mount, 
\ That you may dry-foot march through lakes and poi 
\ Deep rivers, havens, creeks, and little seas, 
' And mike a fortress in the raging waves, 
Fenc'd with the concave of a monstrous rock 
Invincible by nature of the place. 
When this is done, then are ye soldiers. 
And worthy sons of Tamburlaine the Great. 
Call/. My lord, but this is dangerous to be done 
We may be alain or wounded ere weleain. 
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Tamh, Villain, art thou the son of Tambnrlaine, 
And fear'st to die, or with a curtle-axe 
To hew thy flesh, and n)ake a gaping wound ? 

i|st tliou beheld a peal of ordnance strike 
A ring of pikes, mingled with shot and horse. 
Whose shatter'd limbs, being tossed as high as heaven, 
Hang in the air as thick as sunny motes, 
J And canst thou, coward, stand in fear of death ? / 
Hast tliou not seen my horsemen charge the foe, 
Shot through tlie arms, cut overthwart the hands, 
Dyeing their lances with their streaming blood, 
And yet at night carouse within my tent, 
Filling their empty veins with airy wine. 
That, being concocted, turns to crimson blood, 
And wilt thou shun the field for fear of wounds ? 
View me, thy father, that hath conquer'd kings. 
And, with his host, march'd round about the earth, 
Quite void of scars and clear from any wound. 
That by the wars lost not a drop of blood. 
And see him lance his flesh to teach you all. / 

\Ue cuts his arm. ^ 
A wound is nothing, be it ne'er so deep ; 
Blood is tlie god of war's rich livery. 
Now look I like a soldier, and this wound 
As great a grace and majesty to me, 
As it' a chair of gold enamelled, 
Enchas'd with diamonds, sapphires, rubies. 
And fairest pearl of wealthy India, 
Were mounted here under a canopy. 
And I sat down, cloth'd with a massy robe f 

That late adorn'd the Afric potentate, [ 

Whom I brought bound unto Damaacaa' vtaAV?i, '\ 

Come, boys, and with youi &tv^<^i^ ^iWtOsixEw^ '««vxvv^> N 
And in my blood waali all yoxit Vwi^ ^X ^tw^.«^x 
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While I sit smiling to behold the sight. 
Now, my boys, what think ye of a wound ? 
Galy, I know not what I should think of it ; me* 
thinks 'tis a pitiful sight. 
/ Cel, *Tis nothing. — Give me a wound, father. 

\ Aray, And me another, my lord. 

i Tamh. Come, sirrah, give me your arm. 

■ CeU Here, father, cut it bravely, as you did your 
I own. 

I Tamb. It shall suffice thou dar'st abide a wound ; 

] My boy, thou shalt not lose a drop of blood 

Before we meet the army of the Turk ; 

But then run desperate through the thickest throngs, 1 

■ I Dreadless of blows, of bloody wounds, and death ; j 
j 1 And let the burning of Larissa- walls, 
j , My speech of war, and this my wound you see, 
j Teach you, my boys, to bear courageous minds, 
I . Fit for the followers of great Tamburlaine. 

HE SETS OUT FOR BABYLON. 

Act IV., Scene 4. 

Forward, then, ye jades I 
Now crouch, ye kings of greatest Asia, 
And tremble, when ye hear this scourge will come 
That whips down cities and controlleth crowns, 

I Adding their wealth and treasure to my store. 

( Tiie Euxine sea, north to Natolia ; 

\ The Terrene, west ; the Caspian, north, north-east ; 

And on the south, Sinus Arabicus ; 
Shall all be loaden with the martial spoils 
We win con vey with us to Persia. 
TJjeo shall my native city Samarcaiida, \ 
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And crystal waves of fresh Jaertis' stream, 

The pride and heaaty of her princely seat, 

Be famous through the furthest continents ; 
[ For there my palace royal shall be plac'd 

\ Whoso shining turrets shall dismay the heavens, 

r And cast the fame of Ilion's tower to hell : 

Thorough the streets, with troops of conquer'd kiug«, . 

I'll ride in golden armour like the sun ; 
{ And in my helm a triple plume shall spring, 

! Spangled with diamonds, dancing in the air, 

To note me emperor of the three-fold world ; 
» Like to an almond-tree y-mouuted high , 

Upon the lofty and celestial mount 

Of ever-green Selinus, quaintly deck'd 

With blooms more white than Erycina's brows, 

Whose tender blossoms tremble every one 

At every little breath that thorough heaven is blown. ^ \ 
\ Then in my coach, like Saturn's roval son "* I 

] Mounted his shining chariot ^ilt with fire, 

■ And drawn with princely eagles through the path 

Pav'd with bright crystal and enchas'd with stars, 
hen all the gods stand gazing at his pomp, 
o will I ride through Samarcanda streets, 
ntil my soul, dissever'd from this flesh, 

Khali mount the milk-white way, and meet him there. 

To Babylon, my lords, to Babylon 1 
I 

\ DEATH OF TAMBURLAINE. 

i \ AoT v., Scene 8. 

vmJb, See, my phyaic\aT\& uo^ » V^^ ^ w^ Xv^S^x 
, sent 
/ ^ Asenf medicine to recurs ni^ Y^^^ "*" 
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My looks shall make them fly, and might I follow, 
There should not one of all the villain's power 
Live to give offer of another fight. 

Usum. I joy, my lord, your highness is so strong, 
That can endure so well your royal presence, 
Which only will dismay the enemy. 

Tamb, I know it will, Casane. Draw, you slaves ; 
In spite of death, I will go show my face. 
[Alarums. — Tamburhiiue goes out, and comes in with 

the rest. 
Tamb, Thus are the villain cowards fled for fear, 
Like summer vapours vanished by the sun ; 
And could I but awhile pursue the field, 
That Callapine should be my slave again. 
But I perceive my martial strength is spent. 
In vain I strive and rail against those powers, 
That mean to invest me in a higher throne. 
As much too high for this disdainful earth. 
Give me a map ; then let me see how much 
Is left for me to conquer all the world, 
That tliese, my boys, may finish all my wants. 

[One brings a map. 
'Here I began to march towards Persia, 
Along Armenia and the Caspian Sea, ^ 

And thence into Bithynia, where I took 
The Turk and his great empress prisoners. 
Thence marched I into Egypt and Arabia, 
And here, not far from Alexandria, 
Whereas the Terrene and the Red Sea meet 
Being distant less than full a hundred leagues, 
I meant to cut a channel to theai both. 
That men might quickly sail to India. 
From thence to Nubia near Borno lake, 
And so along the Ethiopian aea. 
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I Cutting the Tropic line of Capricorn, 
I conquered all as far as Zanzibar. 
Then, b}' the northern part of Africa, 
I came at last to Graecia, and from theuce 
To Asia, where I stay against my will ; 
Which is from Scythia, where I first began, 
Backwards and forwards near five thousand leagues. 
Look here, my boys ; see what a world of ground 
Lies westward from the midst of Cancer's line, 
Unto the rising of this earthly globe ; 
Whereas the sun, declining from our sight, 
Begins the day with bur i^tipodes ! 
ii^nd shall I die, and this unconquerM % 

here, my sons,- are all the golden mines. 
Inestimable drugs and precious stones, 
M»Te worth than Asia and the world beside ; 
AnM from the Antarctic Pole eastward behold 
As {much more land, which never was descried, 
Wmerein are rocks of pearl that shine as bright 
As pU the lamps that oeautify the sky 1 
Antl shall I die, and this .unconq uer^d \ 
Hene, lovely boys ; what death forbids my life, 
Th4t let your lives command in spite of death. 

\my, Alas, my lord, how should our bleeding hearts, 
Woiinded and broken with your highness' grief, 
Retjain a thought of joy or spark of life ? ' 

Your soul gives essence to our wretched subjects,. . 

Whdse matter is incorporate in your flesh. \ ' 

Cef . Your pains do pierce our souls ; no hope survive;), | ' 
For 0^ your life we entertain our lives. j 

Tainb, But, sons, this subject, not of force ququ^ V. 
To ho^ the fiery spirit it coutaia^, \ 

Mast part, imparting bis impTe^vm.% 
By equal portions into "both, "joxii \st^»sNj^ \ 
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My looks shall make them fly, and might I follow, 
There should not one of all the villain's power 
i Live to i^ive offer of another fight. } 

I 27^771. I joy, my lord, your highness is so strong, { 

■ That can endure so well yOur royal presence, j 

; Which only will dismay the enemy. \ 

' Tamh. I know it will, Casane. Draw, you slaves ; \ 

In spite of death, I will go show my face. \ 

\ [Alarums. — 'i^mhxivhdnQ goes out, and comes in with \ 

the rest, \ 

Tamb, Thus are the villain cowards fled for fear, • 

Like summer vapours vanished by the sun ; ' 

And could I but awhile pursue the field, • \ 

That Callapine should be my slave again. j 

But I perceive my martial strength is spent. j 

In vain I strive and rail against those powers, 
• That mean to invest me in a higher throne. 
\ As much too higli for this disdainful earth. 

Give me a map ; then let me see how much 
^ Is left for me to conquer all the world. 

That tlieso, my boys, may finish all my wants. 

[One brings a inap, 
\ \ jf Here I began to march towards Persia, 
y/ ?\ * n Along Armenia and the Caspian Sea, \ 

3 4 j I And thence into Bithynia, where I took 
vi* '. f. I y The Turk and his great empress prisoners. 
^. ^* • J Tiience marched I into Egypt and Arabia, , 

,>\i^ f And here, not far from Alexandria, / 

f^ I Whereas the Terrene and the Red Sea meet 

Being distant less than full a hundred leagues, 
I meant to cut a channel to theiu both, 
That men might quickly sail to India. 
ly-om thence to Nubia near Bomo lake, 
A nd so along the Ethiopian sea. \ \ 
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Cutting the Tropic line of Capricorn, / 

I conquered all as far as Zanzibar. 

Then, b}' the northern part of Africa, 

I came at last to Graecia, and from thence 

To Asia, where I stay against my will ; 

Which is from Scythia, where I first began, 

Backwards and forwards near five thousand lea^^ues. 

Look here, my boys ; see what a world of ground 

Lies westward from the midst of Cancer's line, 

Unto the rising of this earthly globe ; 

Whereas the sun, declining from our sight, 

Begins the day with bur i^tipodes ! 

^nd shall I die, and this unconqnerM % 
I Lo, here, my sons,- are all the golden mines, 

\ Inestimable drugs and precious stones, 

i MWe worth than Asia and the world beside ; j 

I AnM from the Antarctic Pole eastward behold 1 

As {much more land, which never was descried, 

Wmerein are rocks of pearl that shine as bright 

As [all the lamps that beautify the sky 1 

Ann shall I die, and this .unconquer^d \ 

Hene, lovely boys ; what death forbids my life, 

Tha|t let your lives command in spite of death. 

my, Alas, my lord, how should our bleeding hearts, j 

Wojanded and broken with your highness* grief, ) 

Retlain a thought of joy or spark of life ? ' j 

You^r soul gives essence to our wretched subjects,. 

Whdse matter is incorporate in your flesh. j 

Cef . Your pains do pierce our souls ; no hope survive.**, 

For wy your life we entertain our lives. 

Tomb, But, sons, this subject, not of force eaoiis^ 

To bo^ the fiery spirit it coutaVti^, 

Moat peat, imparting bis impxe^VoTi^ 
By eqi^l portions into "both, "joxii \st^»s?^ \ 
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My flesh, divided in your precious shapes, 

Shall still retain my spirit, though I die, 

And live in all your seeds immortally. 

Then now remove roe, that I may resign 

My place and proper title to my son. 

First, take my scourge and my imperial crown. 

And mount my royal chariot of estate. 

That I may see thee crowned before I die. 

Help me, my lords, to make my last remove. 

[They lift him down. 
Ther. A woful change, my lords ; that daunts our 
thoughts, 
I More than the ruin of our proper souls ! 
i Tomb, Sit up, my son, [bxAI let me see how well 

) Thou wilt become thy father's majesty. * 

J Amy, With what a flinty bosom should I joy \ 

\ The breath of life and burthen of my soul, { 

; ^. If not resolved into resolvM pains, t 

j My body's mortifikl lineaments \ 

Should exercise the motions of my heart, ! 

Pierced with the joy of any dignity 1 j 

father ! if the unrelenting ears ■; 

Of death and hell be shut against my prayers. 

And that the spiteful influence of Heaven, 

Deny my soul fruition of her joy ; 

How should I step, or stir my hateful feet 

Against the inward powers of my heart. 

Leading a life that only strives to die, 

And plead in Tain nnpleasing sovereignty. 

Tamb, Let not thy love exceed thine honorr, sou, 

Nor bar thy mind that magnauimity 

That nobly must admit necessity. 
Sjt up, my hoy, and with these silken reins 
Bridle the ateelM stomachs of theae ^adw. 
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Thtr, My lord, you mast obey his majesty, 
Since fate commands and proud necessity. 

Amy^ Hea\ ens witness me with what a broken heart 
And damnki spirit I ascend this seat, 
And send my soul before my lather die, 
His anguish and his burning agony 1 

[ They crotrni Araynis. 

Tamb, Now fetch the hearse of fair Zenocrate ; 
Let it be placed by this my fatal chair, 
And serve as parcel of ray funeral. 

Usum, Then feels your majesty no sovereisrn ease, 
Nor may our hearts, all drowned in tears of blood, 
Joy any hope of your recovery ? 

Tamh, Casane, no ; the monarch of the earth, 
And eyeless monster that torments my soul. 
Can not behold the tears ye shed for me. 
And therefore still augments his cruelty. 

Teck, Then let some god oppose his holy power 
Against the wrath and tyranny of death, 
That his tear-thirsty and unquenchM hate 
May be upon himself reverberate ! 

\They hring in the hearse of Zenocrate. 

Tamb, Now eyes enjoy your latest benefit, 
And when my soul hath virtue of your sight. 
Pierce through the coffin and the sheet of gold, 
And glut your longings with a heaven of joy. 
So reign, my son ; scourge and controul those slaves, 
Guiding thy chariot with thy father's hand. 
As precious is the charge thou undertakes t 
As that which Clymene's brainsick son did guide, 
Wlien wandering Phoebe's ivory cheeks were scorcKti<^U v 
And all the earth, like ^tua, Vst^«X\\vc\%^^^ \ \ 

Be warnM by him, then •, lewii mt^Vv ^>«^vi^ «^^ 
To sway a throne as dangexoxxa «ks\v\a \ 
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j For if thy body thrive not full of thoughts 

As pure and fiery as Phyteus' beams, 

The nature of these proud rebelling jades 

Will take occasion by the slen«lerest hair, 

And draw thee piecemeal like Hippolitus, 

Through rocks more steep and sharp than Caspian cliffs. 

The nature of thy chariot will not bear 

A guide of baser tem}>er than myself, \ 

' More than Heaven's coach tlie pride of Phaeton. | 

Farewell, my boys ; my dearest friends, farewell 1 

My body feels, my soul <loth weep to see 
' Your sweet desires deprived my company. 

For Tamburlaine, the scourge of God, must die. 

[He dies. 
Amy, Meet heaven and earth, and here let all 
things end, 

For earth hath spent the pride of all her fruit, 

And heaven consumed his choicest living fire. 
# Let Earth and Heaven his tin>eless death deplore, 

For both their worths will equal him no more. 
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THE TRAGICAL HISTORY OF DOCTOR 

FAUST US, 

FROM THE QUABTO OF 1604. 



FAUSTUS MAKES HIS CHOICE. 
Act I., Scene 1. 

Famt, Settle thy studies, Faustua, and begin 
To sound the depth of that thou wilt profess : 
Having commenc'd, be a divine in shew, 
Yet level at the end of every art, 
And live and die in Aristotle's works. 
Sweet Analytics, 'tis thou hast ravish'd me ! 
Bene disserere estfiina logicea. 
Is, to dispute well, logic's chiefest end ? 
Affords this art no greater miracle ? 
Then read no more ; thou hast attaiu'd that end : 
A ^reat subject fitteth Faustns' wit : 
Bid 6v KM firj 6if farewell, and Galen cqu\q^ 
Seeing, (Jbi desinit philosopKMA^ ^\ xw:^^^ tiv.^xc'xx.*^ 
Be a phyaidan, Faustua •, \iea^ m'^ \jfi\^^ 
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And be etferniz*d for some wonderous cure : 

Summum honum mediciruB aanitast 

The end of physic is our body's health. 

Why, Faustus, hast thou not attaia'd tliat end ? 

Is not thy common talk found aphorisms ? 

Are not thy bills hung up as monuments, 

Whereby whole cities have escap'd the plague, 

And thousand desperate maladies been eas'd ? 

Yet art thou still but Faustus, and a man. 

Couldst thou make men to live eternally, 

Or, being dead, raise them to life again, 

Then this profession were to be esteem'd. 

Si una eademqus res legcUur dtu)bus, alter rem, alter 
} valorem ret, etc * 

♦ A pretty case of paltry legacies I 

I Exluxreditare JiUum rwn potest, pater, nisi, etc. 

Such is the subject of the institute, 

And universal body of the law : 

This study fits a mercenary drudge, 

Who aims at nothing but external trash ; 

Too servile and illiberal for me. 

When all is done, divinity is best : 

Jerome's Bible, Faustus ; view it well. [Reads. 

' Stipendium peccati morse est. Ha 1 Stipendium, etc. 

\ The reward of sin is death : that's hard. [Beads. 

\ Si peccasse negamus, fallimur, et nulla est in nobis 

\ Veritas ; If we say that we have no sin, we deceive 

ourselves, and there's no truth in us. Why, then, 
\ belike we must sin, and consequently die : 

Ay, we must die an everlasting death. 

What doctrine call yon this, C/w sera, sera, 

What will be, shall be ? Divinity, adieu ! 

These metaphysics of magicians, 

And necromantic books are Vieavftu\^ \ \ 
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Liues, circles, scenes, letters, and cliaracters ; 

Ay, these are those that Faustns most desires. 

0, what a world of profit and delif^ht, 

Of power, of honour, of omnipotence, 

Is promised to the stadious artizan ! 

All things that move between the quiet poles 

Shall be at my command : 'emperors and kings 

Are but obeyed in their several provinces, | 

Nor can they raise the wind, or rend the clouds ; \ 

But his dominion that exceeds in this, j 

Stretcheth as far as doth the mind of man ; 

A sound magician is a mighty god : 

Here, Faustus, tire thy brains to gain a deity. 



ErUer Waoner. 



'IM 



Wagner, commend me to my dearest friends, 
The German Yaldes and Cornelius ; 
j Request them earnestly to visit me. 

WcLg, I will, sir. [Exit, 

Faust, Their conference will be a greater help to me 
Than all my labours, plod I ne'er so fast. | 

1 . Enter Good Angel a/nd Evil Angel. | 

( O, Ang, 0, Faustns, lay that damnM book asid^, ! 

And gaze not on it, lest it tempt thy soul, \ 

And heap God's heavy wrath upon thy head ! 

Read, read the Scriptures — that is blasphemy. | 

I E, Ang, Go forward, Faustus, in that famous art • 

' Wherein all Nature's treasure is contain'd : \ 

Be thou on earth as Jove is in the sky, 

Lord and commander of these elements. j 

FausL How am I glutted mV.\i wiu^vX't q.\'Ck^^\ 
SbaU I make spirits fetcbi me ^WX, \ "^^^>»»> 
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Resolve me of all ambiguities, 
Perform what desperate enterprise I will I 
ril nave tliem fly to India for gold, 
Ransack the ocean for orient pearl, 
And search all corners of the new-found world 
For pleasant fruits and princely delicates ; 
I'll have them read me strange philosophy, 
And the secrets of all foreign kings ; 
ril have them wall all Germany with brass, 
And make swift Rhine circle fair Wertenberg ; 
ril have them fill tiie public schools with silk, 
Wherewith the students shall be bravely clad ; 
I'll levy soldiers with the coin they bring, 
And chase the Prince of ^Cffisi from our land. 
And reign sole king of allTne provinces ; 
Yea, stranger engines for the brunt of war, 
Than was the fiery keel at Antwerp's bridge, 
I'll make my servile spirits to invent. 

ErUer Valdes and Cornelius. 

Come, German Valdes, and Cornelius, 
And make me blest with your sage conference. 
Valdes, sweet Valdes, and Cornelius, 
Know that your words have won me at the last 
To practice magic and concealM arts : 
Yet not your words only, but mine own fantasy, 
j That will receive no object ; for my head 
■ But ruminates on necromantic skill. 

' Philosophy is odious and obscure ; 

Both law and physic are for pretty wits ; 
Divinity is basest of the three, 
Unpleasant, harsh, contemptible, and vile : 
/ 'TIs magic, magic, that hath taviaVd m^. 
y Then, gentle friends, aid me ia llaia a.U,wsi\^\. \ 
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And I, that have with concise syllogisms j 

Gravell'd the pastors of the German charch, | 

And made the flowering pride of Wertenber^ • 

Swarm to my problems, as the infernal spirits I 

On sweet Musreus when he came to hell, I 

Will be as cunning as Agrippa was, 
Whose shadow made all Europe honour him. 

Vald, Faustus, these books, thy wit, and uur 
experience, 
Shall make all nations to canonise us. 
As Indian Moors obey their Spanish lords, 
Shall the spirits of every element 
Be always serviceable to us three ; 
Like lions shall they guard us when we please ; 
Like Almain rutters with their horsemen's staves, 
Or Lapland giants, trotting by our sides ; [ 

Sometimes like women, or unweddcd maids, i 

Shadowing more beauty in their airy brows I 

Than have the white breasts of the queen of love : 
From Venice shall they drag huge argosies, I 

And from America the golden fleece | 

7 That yearly stuffs old Philip's treasury ; I 

j If learn id Faubtus will be resolute. \ 

\ Faust. Yaldes, as resolute am I in this I 

I As thou to live : therefore object it not. i 

' Com. The miracles that magic will perform i 

t Will make thee vow to study nothing else, 

i He that is grou micd in jatrology, i 

Enrich'd with tongues, well seen inj^inerals, 
Hath all the principles magic dotfi require : 
Then doubt not, Faustus, butlQ be.ifiimwni'd, 
And more frequented for this mystery 
Than heretofore the Delphiaii oiadi^. 
The spirita tell me thoy can Ai'j VX\^ ^^^i*^* 
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And fetch the treasure of all forei^vn wrecks, 
Aye, all the wealth that our forefathers hid 
\ Within the massy entrails of the earth : 
i Then tell me, Faustus, what shall we three want ? 
J Faust, Nothing, Cornelius. 0, this cheers my soul ! j 

j Come,' sliew me some demonstrations magical, 
j That I may conjure in some lusty grove, i 

! And have these joys in full possession. ; 

Vald. Then haste thee to some solitary grove, | 

J And bear wise Bacon's and Albertus' works, I 

\ The Hebrew Psalter, and New Testament ; ' 

j And whatsoever else is requisite 

We will inform thee ere our conference cease. 

Com. Valdes, first let him know the words of art ; 
And then, all other ceremonies learn'd;- 
\ Faustus may try liis cunning by himself, 

Vald. First I'll instruct thee in the rudiments, 
! And then wilt thou be perfecter than L 

I FatLst. Then come and dine with me, and after nieat^ - 

We'll canvass every quiddity thereof.; 1 

For, ere I sleep, I'll try what I can do : • j 

This night I'll conjure, thougli I die therefore. ; 



FAUST REFUSES TO REPENT. 
Act II., Scene 2. 

Faust. My heart's so hardened, I cannot repent : 
Scarce can I name salvation, faith, or heaven. 
But fearful echoes thunder in mine ears, 
"Faustus, thou art damn'd I " then swords and knives, 
Poison, guns, halters, and envenom'd steel 
Are laid before me to despatch myself ; 
And long ere this I should have slain myself, 
//ud not sweet pleasxxTQ conquer'd deep Sea^atu. 
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I I 

I Have not I made blind Homer sinf; to me I 

\ Of Alexander's love and (Enon's death ? | 

j And hath not he, that built the walls of Thebes \ 

{ With ravishing sound of his melodious harp, : 

t Made music with my Mephistophilis ? 

i Why shoultl I die, then, or basely despair ? 

i I am resolv'd ; Faustus sliall ne'er repent. — ' 

! Come Mephistophilis, let us dispute again, 

I And argue of divine astrology. 



I 



! FAUST'S APOSTROPHE TO HELEN. 

■ I 

\ Act v., Scene 8. 

FausL Wasthisthe face that launch'd a thousand shi})8 
: And burnt the topless towers of Ilium ? — 

Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss. — 

[Kissels hfi\ 
\ Her lips suck forth my soul : see, where it flies ! 
I Oome, Helen, come, give me my soul again. 
[ Here will I dwell, for heaven is in these lips, 
4nd all is dross that is not Helena. 
y will be Paris, and for love of thee, 
.'ustead of Troy, shall Wertenberg be sack'd ; 
And I will combat with weak Menelaus, 
And wear thy colours on my plumed crest ; j 

7ea, I will wound Achilles in the heol, | 

4.nd then return to Helen for a kiss. 

thou art fairer than the evening air ^ 

jad in the beauty of a thousand stars ; \ 

itrhter art thou than flaming Jupiter 
hen he appeared to hapless Scmele ; 
re lovely than the monarch of the sky 
wanton Arethusa's aznr^d atm^N *, 
d none hut thou fihalt be m^ ^TWu^^^3^^ \ 
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\ ! 

And fetch the treasure of all forei^vn wrecks, 
Aye, all the wealth that our forefathers hid 
Within the massy entrails of the earth : j 

Then tell me, Faustus, what shall we three want ? J 

j Faust, Nothing, Cornelius. 0, this cheers my soul ! \ 

\ Come,- shew me some demonstrations magical, 
I That I may conjure in some lusty grove, t 

\ And have these joys in full possession. i 

Vald. Then haste thee to some solitary grove, | 

I And bear wise Bacon's and Albertus* works, { 

' The Hebrew Psalter, and New Testament ; 

And whatsoever else is requisite 
We will inform thee ere our conference cease. 

Com, Valdes, first let him know the words of art ; 
And then, all other ceremonies learn'dj- 
I Faustus may try his cunning by himself, 

i Vald. First I'll instruct thee in the rudiments, 

I And then wilt thou be perfecter than L 

I Faust, Then come and dine with me, and after meat, '•■ 

We'll canvass every quiddity thereof 4 ^ 

For, ere I sleep, I'll try what I can do : • i 

This night I'll conjure, though I die therefore. . i 

I 
{ 

Act II., Scene 2. ! 

* 

\ Faust, My heart's so hardened, I cannot repent : ' 

\ Scame can I name salvation, faith, or heaven, 
•' But fearful echoes thunder in mine ears, 

• • Faustus, thou art damn'd 1 " then swords and knives, 

Poison, guns, halters, and envenom'd steel 

Are laid before me to despatch myself ; 

And long ere this I should have slain myself, 
//ad not sweet pleasure conquer'd deep OieavaAx. 
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Have not I made blind Homer sing to me 
Of Alexander's love and (Enon's death ? 



\ 

y 
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j And hath not he, that built the walls of Thebes j 

With ravishing sound of his melodious harp, ; 



Made music with my Mephistophilis ? 
Why shouhl I die, then, or basely despair ? 
I am resolv'd ; Faustus shall ne'er repent. — 
Come Mephistophilis, let us dispute again. 
And argue of divine astrology. 

« 

FAUST'S APOSTROPHE TO HELKNf. 
Act v., Scene 8. 

Faust Wasthisthe face thatlaunch'd athousand ships 
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium ? — 
Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss. — 

[KiifSCif hfii'. 
Her lips suck forth my soul : see, where it flies !- 
Oome, Helen, come, give me my soul again. 
Here will I dwell, for heaven is in these lips. 
And all is dross that is not Helena, 
r will be Paris, and for love of thee, 

instead of Troy, shall Wertenberg be sack'd ; : 

.A.nd I will combat with weak Menelaus, 
A.nd wear thy colours on my plumed crest ; \ 

Tea, I will wound Achilles in the heel, { 

Lnd then return to Helen for a kiss. 

thou art fairer than the evening air ^ 

[iad in the beauty of a thousand stars ; 

nghter art thou than flaming Jupiter 

'hen he appeared to hapless Scniele ; 

)re lovely than the monarch of the sky 
wanton Arethusa's aznr'd atn\^ *, 

td none but thou shaltbe my paT«LUi^^^vv \ 
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THE LAST HOUR OF FAUSTUS. 
Act v., Scene 4. 



i E, Ang. Now, Faustus, let thine eyes with horror 

stare [Htll is discovered. 

Into that vast perpetual torture-house : 

There are the Furies tossing damnM souls 

Ou burning forks ; there bodies boil in lead ; 

There are live quarters broiling on the coals, 

That ne'er can die ; this ever-burning chair 

Is for o*er-tortur'd souls to rest them in ; 

These that are fed with sops of flaming fire, 
' Wero gluttons, and lov'd only delicates, 

• And laughed to see the poor starve at their gates : 

i But yet all these are nothing ; thou shalt see 

] Ten thousand tortures that more horrid be. 

Faust. 0, I have seen enough to torture me 1 
E. Ang. Nay, thou must feel them, taste the sm^rt 
of all : I { 

I He that loves pleasure must for pleasure fall : ' t 

I And so I leave thee, Faustus, till anon ; ' ■ 

'- Then wilt thou tumble in confusion. 

[Exit. Ueil disappears. — The clock strikes ehvmi. \ 
\ Faust. Faustus, \ 

Now hast thou but one bare hour to live, 
■ And then thou must bo damn'd perpetually t \ 

: Stand still, you ever-moving spheres of heaven, 

Tliat time may cease, and midnight never come ; 

Fair Nature's eye, rise, rise again, and make 

Perpetual day ; or let this hour be but 

A year, a m >nth, a week, a natural day. 

That Faustus may repent and save his soul t 

6?/e?z^, lente atrrit^^ noctis equi / 
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The stars move still, time runs, the clock will strike, \ 
The devil will come, and Fanstns will be damn'd. | 

0, m leap up to heaven ! — "Who pulls me down ! — j 

See, where Christ's blood streams in the firmament ! ( 
One drop of blood will save me : my Christ ! — I 

Rend not my heart for naming of my Christ ; ; 

Yet will I call on him : 0, spare me, Lucifer !— \ 

"Where is it now ? 'tis gone ; \ 

And, see, a threatening arm, an angry brow ! ( 

Mountains and hills, come, come, and fall on me, \ 

And hide me from the heavy wrath of heaven ! 
No! I 

I Then will I headlong run into the earth : ' 

I Gape, earth ! 0, no, it will not harbour me ! 

: "you stars that reif»n'd at my nativity, 

i "Whose influence hath allotted death and hell, 

I Now draw up Faustus, like a foggy mist, 

j Into the entrails of yon labouiing cloud[8], 

- That, when you vomit forth into the air, 

\ My limbs may issue from your smoky mouths ; 

[ Hut let my soul mount and ascend to heaven 1 

i [ llif clock strikes tlie half-ltour, 

I 0, half the hour is past ! 'twill all be past anon. 

0, if my soul must sulfer for my sin, 
Impose some end to my incessant pain ; 
Let Faustus live in hell a thousand years, 
A hundred thousand, and at last be sav'd 1 
No end is limited to damnM souls. 
Why wert thou not a creature wanting soul T { 

Or why is this immortal that thou hast? 
0, Pythagoras* metempsychosis, were that trixe^ 
Thia soul should fly from me, au^Wi^ Ow5lW^\ 
Into some hmtiaYi beast \ a\\ bfta%V.a w^ V^'^VS ^ 
For, when they die, 

(0^ 
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Their sonis are soon dis^tolv^'d in elehients : 
But mine must live still to be plaji^uM iu hell. 
CursM be the parents that engender'il me 1 
No, Faustus, curse thyself, curse Lucifer 
That hath depriv'd thee of the joys of heaven. 

\The. clock strikes twt 
It strikes, it strikes 1 Now, body, turn to air. 
Or Lucifer will bear thee quick to hell 1 
soul, be changed into small water-drops, 

[ Thunder. Enter De 
And fall into the ocean, ne'er be found ! 
0, mercy, heaven ! look not so fierpe on me ! 
Adders and serpents, let n\g breathe a while ! 
Ugly hell, gape not ! come not, Lucifer ! 
I'll burn my books ! — Mephistophilis ! 

lExettnt Devils tinth Faus 
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BARABAS BROOD"^ UPON HIS WEALTH. 

AOT I., SOENS 1. 

Bara. So that of thus much that return was made 
And of the third part of the Persian ships 
There was the venture summed and satisfied. 
As for those Samnites, and the men of Uz, 
That bought my Spanish oils and wines of Greece, 
Here have I purs'd their paltry silverlings. 
Fie, what a trouble 'tis to count this trash ! 
Well fare the Arabians, who so richly pay 
The things they traffic for with wedge of gold, 
Whereof a man may easily in a day 
Tell that which may maintain him all his life. 
The needy groom, that never finger'd groat, 
Would make a miracle of thus much coin ; 
But he whose steel-barrM coffers are cramm'd full, 
And all his life-time hath been tired. 
Wearying his fingers' euda "vitYx \.fi\\\w^\\.^ 
y^onld in his age be loat\\ to \«L\io\vt ^q. 
And for a potmd to sweat laVniwA^ Vo ^«a>i^^^» 
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Give me the merchants of the Indian mines, 

That trade in metal of the purest mould ; 

The wealthy Moor, that in the eastern rocks 

Without control can pick his riches up, 

And in his house heap pearl like pebble-stones, 

Receive them free, and sell them uy the weight 

Bags of fiery opals, sapphires, amethysts, 

Jacinths, hard topaz, grass-green emeralds, 

Beauteous rubies, sparkling diamonds. 

And seld-seen costly stones of so great price, 

As one of them, inJififerently rated, 

And of a carat of this quantity, 

May serve, in peril of calamity, 

To ransom great kings from captivity. 

This is the ware wherein consists my wealth ; 

And thus mcthinks should men of judgment fra 

Their means of traffic from the vulgar trade, 

And, as their wealtli increaseth, so inclose 

Infinite riches in a little room. 

But now how stands the wind ? 

Into what corner peers my lialcyon's bill ? 

Ha ! to the east ? yes. See how stand the vane 

East and by south : why, then, I hope my ship 

I sent for Egypt and the bordering isles 

Are gotten up by Nilus* winding banks ; 

Mine argosy from Alexandria, 

Loaden with spice and silks, now under sail, 

Are smoothly gliding down by Candy-shore 

To Mrtlta, through our Mediterranean sea. 
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THE JEW AND HIS DAUGHTER. l 

Act II,, Scene 1. 



i 



Bara, Thus, like the sad -presaging raven, that tolls 
The sick man*s passport in her hollow beak, 
And in the shadow of the silent night 
Doth shake contagion from her sable wings, 
Vex*d and tormented runs poor Barabas 
With fatal curses towards these Christians. «— 
The incertain pleasures of swift-footed time 
Have ta'eu their flight, and left me in despair ; 
And of my former riches rests no more 
But bare remembrance ; like a soldier's scar, 
That has no further comfort for his maim. — 
0, Thou, that with a fiery pillar ledd'st 
The sons of Israel through the dismal shades, 
Light Abraham's offspring ; and direct the hand 
Of Abigail this night 1 or let the day 
Turn to eternal darkness after this I — 
JTo sleep can fasten on my watchful eyes, 
■Nor quiet enter my distemper'd thoughts. 
Till I have answer from my Abigail. 

[Filter Abigail above. \ 
. Abig, Now have I happily espied a time J 

l-o search the plank my father did appoint ; 
And here, behold, unseen, where I have found 
The gold, the pearls, and jewels, which he hid. 

Bara. Now I remember those old women's words, 
Wto in my wealth would tell me winter's tales, 
Asid speak of spirits and ghosts that glide b^ >\\^\. 
Abiut the place were treaaxxie Yv«L\)a.\i«etL\C\^\ 
And DOW methinks that I am on^ oi ^iXv^^^ \ 
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\ For, whilst I live, here lives my sonVs sole hope, ! 

I And, when I die, here shall my spirit walk. | 

Ahig, Kow that my father's fortune were so | 

\ good 

{ As bat to be abont this happy place ! i 

: 'Tis not so happy : yet, when we parted last, • 

\ He said he would attend me in the morn. \ 

\ Then, gentle Sletp, where'er his body rests, 5 

\ Give cliarge to Morpheus that he may dream j 

j A golden dream, and of the sudden wake, ; ] 

\ Come and receive the treasure I have found. \ \ 

Bara, Btieno para todos mi ganado no era : j I 

As good go on, as sit so sadly tlius.-^ I j 

But stay : what star shines yonder in the east ? / j 

The loadstar of my life, if Abigail.— # ! 

Who's there? / ' 

Abig. Who's that? / 1 

JBara, Peace, Abigail 1 'tis I. f ' 

Abig, Then, father, here receive thy happiness. I ' 

Bara, Hast thou't ? J j 

\ Abig, Here, [throws dovm bags] Hast thou't? ! 

■ There's more, and more, and more. I \ 

Bara. my girl. 

My gold, my fortune, my felicity, 

[ Strength to my soul, death to miue enemy ; 

\ Welcome the first beginner of my bliss 1 

: Abigail, Abigail, that I had thee here too 1 

Then my desires were fully satisfied : 

But I will practise thy enlargement thence : 

girl 1 gold 1 beauty ! my bliss ! 

[Hugs the hags, 
Abig. Father, it draweth towards midnight now. 
And 'bout this time the nuns begin to wake ; 
To shun suspicion, therefore, let xia "^a^tt. 
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Bara. Farewell, my joy, and by my fingers take 
A kiss from him that sends it from his soul. 

[Exit Abigail ahove. 
Now, Phcebus, ope the eyelids of the day, 
And, for the raven, wake the morning lark, I 

That I may hover with her in the air, f 

Singing o'er these, as she does o'er her yonng. j 

I 
THE JEW'S LESSON IN CHRISTIAN CHARITY. 

AoT II., Scene 2. 

Bara. Now let me know thy name, and therewithal 
Thy birth, condition, and profession. 

Itha, Faith, sir, my birth is but mean ; my name's 
Ithamore ; my profession what you please. 

Bara. Hast thou no trade ? then listen to my words. 
And I will teach [thee] that shall stick by thee : 
First, be thou void of these affections, 
Compassion, love, vain hope, and heartless fear ; 
Be mov'd at nothing, see thou pity none. 
But to thyself smile when the Christians moan. 

Itha. 0, brave master I I worship your nose for this. 

Bara. As for myself, I walk abroad o' nights, 
And kill sick people groaning under walls : 
Sometimes I go about and poison wells ; 
And now and then, to cherish Christian thieves, 
I am content to lose some of my crowns, 
That I may, walking in my gallery, 
See *em go pmion'd along by my door. 
Being young, I studied physic, and begin 
To practise first upon the Italian ; 
There I enrich'd the priests mlVi Wd-s^a 
And always kept the sexton* & arm^Vii \«^ 
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With digging graves and ringing dead men's knells : 

I And, after tiiat, was I an engineer, 

: And in the wars 'twixt France and Germany, 

] Under pretence of helping Charles the Filth, 

Slew friend and enemy witli my stratagems : 

I Then, after that, was I an usurer, 

\ And with extorting, cozening, forfeiting, 

\ And tricks belonging unto brokery, 

I I fill'd the gaols with bankrupts in a year, 

I And with young orphans planted hospitals ; 

I And every moon made some or other mad, 

i And now and then one hang himself for grief, 

j Pinning upon his breast a long great scroll ( 

I How I with interest tormented him. , 

\ But mark how I am blest for plaguing them — / 

\ I have as much coin as will buy the town. i 

; But tell me now, how hast thou spent thy time ? f 
\ Itha, Faith, master, ' 

i In setting Christian villages on fire, 

; Chaining of eunuchs, binding galley-slaves. 

I One time I was an hostler in an inn, 

: And in the night-time secretly would I steal 

; To travellers' chambers, and there cut their throats : 
■ . Once at Jerusalem, where the pilgrims kneel'd, 

'\ I strewed powder on the marble stones, 

; And therewithal their knees would rankle so, 

I That I have laughed a-good to see the cripples j 

! Go limping home to Christendom on stilts. / 

j Bara. Wliy, this is something : make account of-mje 

; As of thy fellow; we are villains both ; j 

i Both circumcised ; wo hate Christians both ; . 

Be true and secret ; thou shall want no gold. ' 

' \ 
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THE MURDER OF THE FRIAR. 

\ 
. Act IV., Scene 2. > 

Erder Bababas and Ithamore. 

Bara, Itlraniore, tell me, is the friar asleep T 

Itha, . Yes ; and I know not what the reason is, 
Do wha.t I can, lie will not strip himself, 
Nor go to bed, but sleeps in his own clothes : 
\ IcUi" me he mistrusts what we intend. 

Bara, No ; 'tis an order which the friars use : 
Yet if he knew our meanings, conld he scape ? 

Itha, No, none can hear him, cry he ne'er so loud. 

Bara. Why, true ; therefore did I place him there : 
The other chambers open towards the street. 

Itlut, You loiter, master ; wherefore stay we thus ? 
0, how I long to see him shake his heels 1 

Bara, Come on, sirrah : 
Off with your girdle ; make a handsome noose. — 

[Ithamore taJcea off hi8 girdle^ and ties a noose on it 
j Friar, awake ! 

j ' [They put the noose round the "FviAr^s neck. 

j Friar Barn, What, do you mean to strangle me ? 

f Ithck, Yes, 'cause you use to confess. 

I Bara. Blame not us, but the proverb — Confess and > 

j be hanged. — Pull hard. ;• 

I Friar Bam. What, will you have my life ? \ 

Bara, Pull hard, I say. — You would have had my * 
goods. 
I Itha, Ay, and our lives too — therefore pull amain. [ 

'Tis neatly done, sir ; here's no ipnxvX. «.\. «iOL. 
Barci, Then is it as it should \>e. T«^JL^W^xi:^« 
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With digging graves and ringing dead men's knells : \ 

And, after that, was I an engineer, 
: And in the wars 'twixt France and Germany, \ 

\ Under pretence of helping Charles the Filth, j 

i Slew friend and enemy witli my stratagems : j 

' Then, after that, was I an usurer, j 

; And with extorting, cozening, forfeiting, i 

' And tricks belonging unto brokery, j 

I I fill'd the gaols with bankrupts in a year, j 

\ And with young orphans planted hospitals ; I 

i And every moon made some or other mad, 
i And now and then one hang himself for grief, 
I Pinning upon his breast a long great scroll 

s How I with interest tormented him. , } 

5 But mark how I am blest for plaguing them — / 

1 I have as much coin as will buy the town. i 

; But tell me now, how hast thou spent thy time ? j 

^ Itha. Faith, master, 

; In setting Christian villages on fire, ^ j 

\ Chaining of eunuchs, binding galley-slaves. 

\ One time I was an hostler in an inn. 

And in the night-time secretly would I steal 
; To travellers* chambers, and there cut their throats : ) \ 

: . Once at Jerusalem, where the pilgrims kneel'd, 

I strewed powder on the marble stones, 
I And therewithal their knees would rankle so, 

I Tliat I have laughed a-good to see the cripples j 

! Go limping home to Christendom on stilts. / 

i Bara. Why, this is something : make account of- mje 

I As of thy fellow; we are villains both ; j 

I Both circumcised ; wo hate Christians both ; . 

Be true and secret ; thou shall want no gold. ' 

/ \ 



-*- KmatmmMatm/mt^i^ym 




t^*. 



I I 

I 

i 



THE JEW OF MALTA, 41 

THE MURDER OF THE FRIAR. 

Act IV., Scene 2. 

Br tier Bababas wnd Ithamore. 

Bara» Itlwimore, tell me, is the friar asleep ? 

Itha,.'Ye8 ; and I know not what the reason is, 
Do whftt I can, he will not strip himself, 
Nor g/i to bed, but sleeps in his own clothes : 
\ icUt mo he mistrusts what we intend. 

Bara, No ; 'tis an order which the friars use : 
Yet if he knew our meanings, could he scape ? 

Itha. No, none can liear liim, cry he ne'er so loud. 

Bara. Why, true ; therefore did I place him there : 
The other chambers open towards the street. 

ItJia. You loiter, master ; wherefore stay we thus ? 
0, how I long to see him shake his heels 1 



i I Bara. Come on, sirrah : 



Off with your girdle ; make a handsome noose. — 

[Ithamore takes off his girdle, and ties a noose on it. 
Friar, awake 1 

I ' [They put the noose round the Friar's neck. 

Friar Barn, What, do you mean to strangle me ? 
Itha. Yes, 'cause you use to confess. 
Bara. Blame not us, but the proverb — Confess and 
be hanged. — Pull hard. 
Friar Bam. What, will you have my life ? 
Bara, Pull hard, I say. — You would have had my 

goods. 
Itha, Ay, and our lives too — therefore pull amain. 

[Tliey straiiqle. thx. ¥\S5sx* 
'Tis neatly done, sir ; here's no pnn^, aV. ?i^. 
^ara. Then is it as it showld \>«, 'I^^ V\mxi.^. 
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Hha, Nay, master, be ruled by n^e a little. [Takes 
the hodyy sets it upright against Uhe wall, and puts a 
staff in Us hand.] So, let him lekci upon his stafif ; 
excellent 1 he stands as if he were beg^ng of bacon. 

Bara, Who would not think but ttJ;»at this friar 
liv'd ? \ 

What time o' night is't now, sweet Ithamon? 1 

Ith>a, Towards one. A 

Bara, Then will not Jacomo be long from ikence. 

\j^xeunt. 

Enter Friar Jaoomo. 

Friar Jac. This is the hour wherein I shall proceed ; 
happy hour, wherein I shall convert 
An inMel, and bring his gold into our treasury I 
But soft t is not this Barnardine ? it is ; 
And, understanding I should come this way, 
Stands here o' purpose, meaning me some wrong, 
And intercept my going to the Jew. — 
Barnardine 1 

Wilt thou not speak f thou think'st I see thee not ; 
Away, I'd wish thee, and let me go by : 
No, wilt thou not ? nay, then, I'll force ray way ; 
And, see, a staff stands ready for the purpose. 
As thou lik'st that, stop me another time I 

[Takes the staff, and strikes doton the body. 

Enter Barabas and Ithamore. 

Bara, Why, how now Jacomo 1 what hast thou 
done ? ' 

jyiar Jac Why, stricken him that would havel 
struck at me. 
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Bara, Who is it ? Barnardlne ! now, out, alas, he 
is slain ! 

Itha, Ay, master, he's slain ; look how his brains 
drop out on's nose. 

Friar Jac, Good sirs, I have done't : but nobody 
knows it but you two ; I may escape. 

Bar a. So might my man and I hang with yon for 
company, 

Itha, No ; let us bear him to the magistrates. 

Friar Jac, Good Barabas, let me go. 

Bara, No, pardon me ; the law must have hi»- 
course : 
I must be fore'd to give in evidence, 
That, being importuned by this Barnardine 
To be a Christian, I shut him out, j 

And there he sate : now I, to keep my word, j 

And give my goods and substance to your house, • 

Was up thus early, with intent to go 1 

Unto your friary, because you stay d. ! 

Itha. Fie upon 'em ! master, will yon turn Christian, i 
when holy friars turn devils and murder one another ? | 

Bara^ No ; for this example I'll remain a Jew : \ 

Heaven bless me 1 what, a friar a murderer ! 
When shall you see a Jew commit the like? 

Itha, Why, a Turk could ha' done no more. 

Bara. To-morrow is the sessions ; you shall to it. — 
Come, Ithamoro, let's help to take him hence. 

Friar Jac, Villains, I am a sacred person ; touch 
me not. 

Bara^ The law shall touch you ; we'll but lead you, 
we : 
'Las, I could weep at your calamity I — 
Take in the staff too, for that m\3kst. \s^ ^^"^RXi. \ 
Law wills that each particuUi \>^ Vltio^xi. \.^xe>>.w.« 
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Jtha, "NsLj, master, be ruled by n^e a little. [Takes 
the body, sets it upright against Uhe toallf and puts a 
staff in its hand,] So, let bini lekci upon bis staff; 
excellent 1 be stands as if he were beg^ng of bacon. 

Bara. Who would not think but tiJjat this friar 
liv'd ? 
What time o' night is't now, sweet Ithamo^s; 1 

ItJia. Towards one. 

Bara, Then will not Jacomo be long from ikence. 

Ij^xeunt. 

Enter Friar Jacomo. 

Friar Jac. This is the hour wherein I shall proceed ; 
happy hour, wherein I shall convert 
An inhdel, and bring his gold into our treasury 1 
But soft ! is not this Barnardine ? it is ; 
And, understanding I should come this way, 
Stands here o' purpose, meaning me some wrong, 
And intercept my going to the Jew.— 
Barnardine 1 

Wilt thou not speak f thon think'st I see thee not ; 
Away, I'd wish thee, and let me go by : 
No, wilt thou not ? nay, then, I'll force ray way ; 
And, see, a staff stands ready for the purpose. 
As thou lik'st that, stop me another time ! 

[Takes the staffs and strikes down the body. 

Enter Barabas and Ithamore. 

Bara, Why, how now Jacomo 1 what hast thouj 
done ? ' 

JFriar Jac Why, stricken him that would have] 
struck at me. y 
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Bara. Who is it ? Barnardine ! now, out, alas, he 
is slain ! 

Jtha. Ay, master, he's slain ; look how his brdns 
drop out on's nose. 

Friar Jac Good sirs, I have done't : but nobody 
knows it but you two ; I may escape. 

Bara, So might my man and I hang with you for 
company. 

Itka, No ; let us bear him to the magistrates. 

Friar Jac. Good Barabas, let me go. 

Bara, No, pardon me ; the law must have hi 
course : 
I must be forc*d to give in evidence, 
That, being importuned by this Barnardine 
To be a Christian, I shut him out, 
And there he sate : now I, to keep my word, 
And give my goods and substance to your house, 
Was up thus early, with intent to go 
Unto your friary, because you stay d. 

Itha. Fie upon *em ! master, will you turn Christian, 
when holy friars turn devils and murder one another % 

Bara^ No ; for this example I'll remain a Jew : 
Heaven bless me ! what, a friar a murderer ! 
When shall you see a Jew commit the like ? 

Itha, Why, a Turk could ha* done no more. 

Bara. To-morrow is the sessions ; you shall to it. — 
Come, Ithamoro, let's help to take him hence. 

Friar Jac, Villains, I am a sacred person ; touch 
me not. 

Bara^ The law shall touch you ; we'll but lead you, 
we : 
'Las, I could weep at your calamity I — 
Take in the staff too, for that mx3kst\>^ ^o-^rax 
Uw willa that each particuVw \>^ Vlho^xl. \.^x«^v^ 
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THE JEW, IN DISGUISE, POISONS HIS TRUANT 

SLAVE. 

Act IV., ?CENB 5. 

B^U. A French musician ! — Come, let'« hear your 
skill. 

Bara. Must tuna my lute for sound, twang, twang, 
first. 

liha. Wilt drink. Frenchman ? here's to thee with 
a Pox on this drunken hiccup ! 

Bara. Gramercy, monsieur. 

Bdl. Prithee, Pilia-Borza, bid the fiddler give me the 
posy in his hat there. 

Pilla. Sirrah, you must give my mistress your posy. 

Bara. A voire commandementy madame, 

[Giving nosegay. 

Bell. How sweet, my Ithamore, the flowers smell ! 

lilia. Like thy breath, sweetheart ; no violet like 'em. 

Pilia. Fob I methinks they stink like a hollyhock. 

Bara. So, now I am reveng'd upon 'em all : 
The scent thereof was death ; I poison'd it. [Aside. 

Itha. Play, fiddler, or I'll cut your cat's guts into 
chitterlings. 

Bara. Pardonnez mot, be no in tune yet : so, now, 
now all be in. 

Jtha. Give him a crown, and fill me out more wine. 

Pilia. There's two crowns for thee : play. 

[Giving money, 

Bara. How liberally the villain gives me mine own 
gold! [AsidCf and then plays. 

Pilia. Methinks he fingers very well. 
j^ara. So did yon when you stole my goVd, ^Aswic, I 
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Pilia. How swift he runs ! 

■ Bara, You run swifter when you threw my gold out 
of my window. [Asklt, 

BcU. Musician, hast been in Malta long 1 

Bara, Two, three, four month, madam. 

Itlia. Dost not know a Jew, one Barabas ? 

Bara. Very mush ; monsieur, you no be his man ? 

Pilia. His man 1 

I(ha, I scorn the peasant ; tell him so. 

Bara. He knows it already. [Aside. 

Jtha. 'Tis a strange thing of that Jew, he lives upon 
' pickled grasshoppers and sauced mushrooms. 

Bara. What a slave's this ! the governor feeds not as 
I do. [Aside. 

Jtha. He never put on clean shirt since he was 
circumcised. 

Bara. Oh rascal I I change myself twice a-day. [Aside. 

Jtlia. The hat he wears, Judas left under the elder 
when he hanc^ed himself. 

k Bara. 'Twas sent me for a present from the Great 
•Cham. [Aside, 

I Filia. A nasty slave he is. — Whither now, fiddler ? 
' Bara, Fardonnez moi, monsieur ; me be no well. 

Pilia. Farewell, fiddler, [j^xi^ Barabas.] One letter 
nr 'ore to the Jew. 

Bell. Prithee, sweet love, one more, and write it sharp. 

Itlia. No, I'll scud by word of mouth now. — Bid him 

-liver thee a thousand crowns, by the same token that 

3 nuns loved rice, that Friar Bamardiue slept in his 
i ' n clothes ; any of *em will do it. 

Pilia, Let me alone to urge it, now I know the meaning. 

Jtlia. The meaning has a meaning. Come, let's in : 
Tc] ) undo a Jew is charity, axidiioX. ^vxv. 
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PEBSONS REFBESBNTBD. 



EdmuQii, Bmi r^ Kaa, 



JuAop^i' Coventry. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



EttUr Gavbbtok, reading a Utter from the king. 
Qav. My father is deceased .' Come, OavestoH, 
A»d share the kingdom viUK tkj/ deareet friend, 
ib I Hvrds that make me Bufe\\,'Ni,'ib<i«^bt\ 
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What p^eater bliss can bap to Gaveston, 

Than live and be the favourite of a king 1 \ 
Sweet prince, I come ; these, these thy amorous lines < 
Might have enforced me to have swum from France, i 

And like Leauder, gasped upon the sand, ! 

So thou would'st smile, and take me in thine arms. j 

The si«^ht of London to my exiled eyes | 

Is as Elysium to a new-come soul ; ! 
Kot that I love the city, or the men. 

But that it harbours him I hold so dear — j 

The king, upon whose bosom let me lie, i 

And with the world be still at enmity. : 

What need the arctic people love starlight, < 

To whom the sun shines both by day and night ? : 
Farewell base stooping to the lordly peers ! 
My knee shall bow to none but to the king. 
As for the multitude, tliey are but sparks. 

Raked up in embers of their poverty— r 

Tanti ; I'll fawn first on the wind ; 

That glanceth at my lips, and flieth away \ 
But how now, what are these ? 

Enter three poor Men. [ 

Men, Such as desire your worship's service. > 

Oav, What canst thou do ? i 

1 Man. I can ride. • 
Gav. But I have no horse. What art thou ? j 

2 Man. A traveller. i 
Gav. Let me see — thou would'st do well ! 

*o wait at my trencher, and tell me lies at dinner- j 

time ; I 
tud as I like your discoursing, I'll have you, 
ind what art thoa f 
S Man. A soldier, that bat\i aetv^^^t^^^xi'aX^^'^^'^*^' 
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PERSONS BEPBBSBNTED. 



Edward 11. 

Edward in. 

Oaveston. 

Old Spencer. 

Younj( Spencer 

Earl Mortimer. 

YounR Mortimer. 

Berkeley. 

Lancaster. 

Leicester. 

Edmund, Bcni t^ KeM. 

Arundel. 

Warwick. 

Pembroke. 

Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Bishop of Winchester. 

Bishop qf Coventry. 



Beaumont 
Trussel. 

Sir John Hainault. 
Levune. 
Baldock. 
Matrevis. ' 

Gurney. | 

Rice ap HoweL I 

Li;;htbom. , 

Abbot. I 

Lords, Messengers, Monks;; 
James, etc., etc. 

Qneen Isabella. 
Niece to Ed>Yard II 
Ladies. 



ACT THE FIRST. 
Scene I. 

Jikter Gaveston, reading a letter from the Icing. 

Oav. My father is deceased f Come, Oaveston, 
And share the kingdom wUh thy dearest friend. 
Ah ! words that make me axxrieil m^ OL«^ig!a.t^ 
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What jsfreater bliss can bap to Gaveston, 

TbaD live and be the favourite of a king 1 | 
Sweet prince, I come ; these, these thy amorous lines ; 
Might nave enforced me to have swum from France, ' 

And like Leander, gasped upon the sand, - 

So thou would'st smile, and take me in thine arms. j 

The si«^ht of London to my exiled eyes I 

Is as Elysium to a new-come soul ; j 

Not that I love the city, or the men, | 

But that it harbours him I hold so dear — j 

The king, upon whose bosom let me lie, , 

And with the world be still at enmity. ; 

What need the arctic people love starlight, . 

To whom the sun shines both by day and night ? : 
Farewell base stooping to the lordly peers ! 
My knee shall bow to none but to the king. 
As for the multitude, tliey are but sparks. 

Raked up in embers of their poverty— ; 

Tanti ; I'll fawn first on the wind \ 

That glanceth at my lips, and flieth away ! 
But how now, what arc these ? 

Enter three poor Men. \ 

Men, Such as desire your worship's service. i 

Oav, What canst thou do ? f 

1 Man. I can ride. i 
Oav. But I have no horse. What art thou 1 { 

2 Man. A traveller. * 
Gav. Let me see — thou would'st do well ! 

'0 wait at my trencher, and tell me lies at dinner- j 

time ; { 
tud as I like your discoursing, I'll have you, 
ind what art thoa f 
S Man. A soldier, that bat\i aetv^^^L^^^^'aX^^'^^''^'^' 
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Qav, Why, there are hospitals for such as you ; 
I have ;no war ; and therefore, sir, be gone. 

8 Man, Farewell, and perish by a soldier's hand, 
That would'st reward them with an hospital. 

Gav. Aye, aye, these words of his move me as much 
As if a goose would play the porcupine, 
And dart her plumes, thinking to pierce my breast. 
But yet it is no pain to speak men fair ; 
I'll flatter these, and make them live in hope. [Aside. 
You know that I came lately out of France, 
And yet I have not viewed my lord the king ; 
If I speed well, I'll entertain you all. 

Omnes. We thank your worship. 

Gav. I have some business. Leave me to myself. 

Omne^, We will wait here about the court. [JtJxeuTU\ 

Gav. Do ; these are not men for me ; 
I must have wanton poets, pleasant wits, 
Musicians, that with touching of a string 
May draw the pliant king which way 1 please : 
Music and poetry are his delight ; 
Therefore I'll have Italian masks by night, 
Sweet speeches, comedies, and pleasing shows ; 
And in the day, when he shall walk abroad. 
Like sylvan nymphs my i)ages shall be clad ; 
My men, like satyrs grazing on the lawns, 
Shall with their goat-feet dance the antic hay ; 
Sometimes a lovely boy in Dian's shape, ' 

With hair that gilds the water as it glides, 
Crownets of pearl about his naked arms, 
And in his sportful hands an olive-tree, { 

To hide those parts which men delight to see, \ 
Shall bathe him in a spring ; and there, hard by, * 
One like Actaeon, peeping through the grove, 
jS/jaJJ by the angry goddess be ttanatoim'd^ i 
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And running in the likeness of an hart, 
By yelping hounds puU'd down, shall seem to die : 
Such things as these best please his majesty. 
By'r lord 1 here comes the king and the nobles 
From the parliament. I'll stand aside. 

ErUer tJu Kino, Lancaster, Mortimer, senior. 
Mortimer, junior, Edmund Earl of Kent, Guy 
Earl of Warwick, etc 

Edw. Lancaster! 
Lcm, My lord. I 

CUw, That Earl of Lancaster do I abhor. [Aside, \ 
Edw, Will you not giant me this ? In spite of them 
m have my will ; and these two Mortimers, ? 

That cross me thus, shall know I am displeased. j 

E, Mor, If you love us, my lord, hate Gaveston. j 

Oav. That villain Mortimer, I'll be his death ! ; 

[Aside. ; 
Y, Mot, Mine uncle here, this earl, and I myself, ; 
Were sworn unto your father at his death, } 

That he should ne'er return into the realm : ! 

And know, my lord, ere I will break my oath, | 

This sword of mine, that should offend your foes, i 

Shall sleep within the scabbard at thy need, I 

And underneath thy banners march who will. 
For Mortimer will hang his armour up. 

Oav. Mori Dieu ! [Aside. 

Edw, Well, Mortimer, I'll make thee rue these 
words. 
Beseems it thee to contradict thy king ? 
Frown'st thou thereat, aspiring LaTiCQia\.ftT^ 
The sword shall piano the f uvrowa ot \?ft^ \>\<i^^. 
And hew these knees that now at© g;toNSTv «» sW^. 
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I will hare Gareaton ; and yon elmll know 
Wliat danger 'tis to stand against vour king. 

Qa«. Wall done, Ned ! t^; 

Lan. My lord, why do you thus incense yonr pi 
That natnrallj would lore and honour you 
But for that base and obscure Gaveaton ! 
Four earldoina Ijave I, besides Lancaster — 
Durby, Salisbnry, Lincoln, Leicester, 
These will I sell, tu give my soldiers pay, 
Ere Gnvcston shall stay within the roalni ; 
Therefore, if ho he oouie, expol him straicht. 

Edw. Barons and eatU, your ptidc hath made 

But now I'll speak, ani! to the proof I hope. 
I Ao remember, in my father's days. 
Lord Fiercy of the North, being highly moved. 
Braved Moubery in presence of the king \ 
For which, had not liis highness loved him well. 
He Bbouli! have lost his bend ; but with his look 
The undaunted spirit of Piercy was appeased, 
And Moubery and he were recOBcJled. 
Yet dare you brave the kiog unto hia face ; 
Brother, revense it, and let these their heads, 
Preach upon poles, for tifspasa of their touguea. 
War. Oh, onr licada ! [^au 

Edw. Aye, yours ; aod therofors T wnold wish 
War. Bridle thy anger, gentle Mortimer. 
T. Afor. I nannot, nor I will not ; I mnat spcal 
Gontin, our hands I hope shall fence our heads. 
And strike off his that makes you threaten uB. 
Come, uncle, lot us leave the brainsick king, 
And henceforth parley with onr naked sworda. 
S. Mor. WiUsJiire hath men eoou^li to save 
heads. 
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War, All WarwickBhire will leave him for my sake. 

LaiL And northward Lancaster hath many friends. 
Adien, my lord ; and either change your mind, 
Or look to see the throne, where you should sit, 
To float in blood ; and at thy wanton head, 
The glozing head of thy base minion thrown. 

[Exeunt Nobles. 

£dw. I cannot brook these haughty menaces ; 
Am I a king, and must be over-ruled ? 
Brother, display my ensigns in the field ; 
I'll bandy with the barons and the earls. 
And either die or live with Gaveston. 

Oav. I can no longer keep me from my lord. 

[Coines forward. 

Edw. What, Gaveston ! welcome — Kiss -not my 

hand — I 

Embrace me, Gaveston, as I do thee. ' 

Why shottld'st thou kneel ? know'st thou not who I 

am? 
Thy friend, thyself, another Gaveston I 
Not Hylas was more mourned of Hercules, 
Than thou hast been of me since thy exile. 

Ga^. And since I went from hence, no soul in hell 
Hath felt more torment than poor Gaveston. 

Edw, I know it — Brother, welcome home my friend. 
Now let the treacherous Mortimers conspire. 
And that high-minded Earl of Lancaster ; 
I have my wish, in that I 'joy thy sight ; 
And sooner shall the sea o'erwhelm my land, 
Than bear the ship that shall transport thee hence. 
I here create thee Lord High Chamberlain, 
Chief Secretary to the state and \i\o, 
JSarl of Cornwall, King and Lord ot 'NLwi. 

^p. My lord, these titles far excck^^ m^ ^«t^. 
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Kent. Brother, the least of these ma? well suffice 
For ODO offjreBter birth than Gaveston. 

Edm. Cease, brother: fori cannot broulc these worJt 
Thy worth, sweet friend, ia far above my gifts. 
Therefore, to equal it, receivo mj^ heart ; 
If for these dignitka thou be envied, 
I'llgive thee more ; for, but to honour thee. 
Is Edwilrd pleased nitll kingly regiment. 
Feac'st thou thy TtersDn ! thou shall have n guaj-d. 
— ■ ■ " gofdJg ■ 



fJ^ 



Waotest thou gold J go to my treasury. 
Wouldst thou be loved aud feared I receicB my seals i 
Save or condemn, and ia our name cotnmnn ' 
Whatao thy mind affects, or fancy likes. 

Oav. It shall snfGee roe to enjoy your lov 
Whioh, whiles I have, I think myself as great 
As Ccesar riding in the Roman street, 
With captive kings at his triumpliatii car. 

EiUer t}te Bishop ov Oovbntiit, 

Edui. Wliither goes my lord of Coventry 6 

Jiiah. To celebrate your father's eienuiea. 
Bnt is that nicked Gaveaton returned f 

Edm. Aye, priest, and lives to be revenged on thee 
That wert tlie only cause of his exile. 

Gem. 'Tis true ; and but for ravereuce of these robei 
Thou sbould'at not plod one foot beyond this place. 

BUh. I did no more than I was bound to do ; 
Aud, Gaveston, unless thou be reclaimed, 
Aa then I did incense the parliament, 
So will I now, and thnu shalt back to France. 

tfa^. Sariog your roveronce, you must pardon me. 
AHiB. Throw off his goldan mtiB, leoi \™ rtote. 
Aatl in the cbauael christen Mm u 
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Kent, Ah, brother, lay not violent hands on hira, 
For he*ll complain unto the see of Rome. 

Oav, Let him complain unto the see of hell, 
1*11 be revenged on him for my exile. 

Ewd, No, spare his life, but seize upon his goods : 
Be thou lord bishop and receive his rents, 
And make him serve thee as thy chaplain : 
I give him thee — here, use him as thou wilt. 

Cfav. He shall to prison, and there die in bolts. 

Edw, Aye, to the Tower, the Fleet, or where thou 
wilt 

Biah, For this offence, be thou accurst of God ! 

Edw, Who's there? Convey this priest to the 
Tower. 

Biah, True, true. 
^ Edw, But in the meantime, Gaveston, away. 
And take possession of his house and goods. 
Come, follow me, and thou shalt have my guard 
To see it done, and bring thee safe again. 

Oav, What should a priest do with so fair a house ? 
A prison may best beseem his holiness. [Exeunt. 

Scene II. 

Ifnter both the Mobtimers, Warwick, and Lancaster. 

War, 'Tis true, the bishop is in the Tower, 
And goods and body given to Gaveston. 

Xon. What I will they tyrannise upon the church ? 
Ab, wicked kinff I accursed Gaveston I 
This ground, which is corrupted with their steps. 
Shall be their timeless sepulchre or mine. 

T, Mor, Well, let that peevish Frenchman guard 
him sore; 
IlDleas his breast be sword-prooC lv« fi^\i«XV ^\ft. 
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F. Mor. "Wherefore is Guy of Warwick discontent ? 

Lan, That villain Gaveston is made an earl. 

E. Mor. An earl ! [realm, 

War, Aye, and besides Lord Chamberlain of the 
And Secretary too, and Lord of Man. 

E, Mor. We may not, nor we will not sufifer this. 

Y. Mor. Why post we not from hence to levy men ? 

Lan. " My Lord of Cornwall," now at every word 1 
And happy is the man whom he vouchsafes, 
For vailing of his bonnet, one good look. 
Thus, arm-in-arm, the king and he doth march : 
Nay more, the guard upon his lordship waits ; 
And all the court begins to flatter him. 

War, Thus leaning on the shoulder of the king, 
He nods, and scorns, and smiles at those that pass. 

E. Mor. Doth no man take exceptions at the slave ? 

Lan. All stomach him, but none dare speak a word. 

Y. Mor, Aye, that bewrays their baseness, Lan- 
caster. 
Were all the earls and barons of my mind, 
We'd hale him from the bosom of the king. 
And at the court-gate hang the peasant up ; 
Who, swoln with venom of ambitious pride, 
Will be the ruin of the realm and us. 

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury, and a Messenger. 

War. Here comes my Lord of Canterbury's grace. 

Lan. His countenance bewrays he is displeased. 

ArMish. First were his sacred garments rent and 
torn, 
Then laid they violent hands upon him ; next 
Himself imprisoned, and his goods asseized : 
This certify the pope — away, take horse. 



Lart. H; Inrd, will j'oii take armsnjtdnst tlie king I 
jlrchhUli. WhatnpeJ 1 1 GodhimaelriaupinariDs, 
Wlieii violence is offereiJ lo Hie cburch. 

¥. Mot. 'I'lien will you join witb us, that 1j« Iiis 



Tlie biahoprick of Corentry is liia. 

Enter Qdbbs Isaeeixa. 

}'. Mot. Madam, wlilther walka ;oar majesty su 
fnati 

Qunrn. Unto the ferost, gentle &Iortiuivr, 
To live in grief and balefnl discontonl ; 
For now, my lord, llie ting rcgarda me not, 
But doBta npoQ the lore ol Gaveston. 
He dapa his cheek, and hanga about his neeic, 
Smiles in hia face, and whispers in hia ears ; 
Aod when 1 come he frowua, aa who should say, 
" Go whither thon wilt, seeing I hava Gaveston." 

E. Xor. U it DOt strange, that be ia thus bewitched i 

Y. Mor. Madam, retQm auto the coart again ; 
That sly inveigling Frencbinan we'll exile, 
Or lose OQr lives ; and yet ere that day come 
The king shall lose hia crown ; for we hire powfr, 
And twurage too, to be revenged at full. [king. 

JrdibinL But yet lift not yoQi swords agninat tbe 

Lan. No; but we will lift Gaveslon rrom hence. 

War. And war must be the means, or he'll atay still. 

Queen. Than let him atay ; for rathsr than my lord 
Shall be oppressed with civil muCinica, 
I wilt endure s melancholy life, 
Aad lat Wm frolic witU \i\a enskm. 
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Archbish, My lords, to ease all this, but hear me 
speak : — 
We and the rest, that are his counsellors, 
Will meet, and with a general consent 
Confirm his banishment with our hands and seals. 

Lan. What we confirm the king will frustrate. 

T, Mor, Then may we lawfully revolt from him. 

War. But say, my lord, where shall this meeting be ? 

Archbiah. At the New Temple. 

Y. Mor. Content. 

Archbish. And, in the meantime, I'll entreat you all 
To cross to Lambeth, and there stay with me. 

Lan. Come then, let's away. 

Y. Mor. Madam, farewell ! 

Queen. Farewell, sweet Mortimer ; and, for my sake. 
Forbear to levy arms against the king. 

Y. Mor. Aye, if words will serve, if not, I must, 

[Exeunt. 
Scene III. 

ErUer Gaveston and the Earl of Kent. 

Qav. Edmund, the mighty prince of Lancaster, 
That hath more earldoms than an ass can bear. 
And both the Mortimers, two goodly men, 
With Guy of Warwick, that redoubted knight, 
Are gone toward London — there let them remain. 

[Exeunt. 
Scene IV. 

Enter Nobles, and the Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Lan. Here is the form of Gaveston's exile : 
May it please your lordship to subscribe your name. 
ArMish. Give me the' paper. 

[He subscribes^ as tTie otiiers do after him. 
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Lan. Quick, quick, my lord ; I long to write my 

name. 
War, But I long more to see him banished hence. 
Y, Mot, The name of Mortimer shall fright the 

king, 
Unless he be declined from that base peasant. ^ 

Eid&r (he King, Gaveston, arid Kent. 

Edw. What, are you moved that Gaveston sits here ? 
It is our pleasure, and we will have it so. 

Lan, Your grace doth well to place him by your 
side. 
For nowhere else the new earl is so safe. 

E, Mot, What man of noble birth can brook this 
sight ? 
Qua/m male conveniunt / 
See what a scornful look the peasant casts ! 

Pern, Can kingly lions fawn on creeping ants T 

War, Ignoble vassal, that like Phaeton 
Aspir'st nnto the guidance of the sun. 

jT, Mor, Their downfall is at hand, their forces 
down : 
We will not thus be faced and over-peered. 

Edw, Lay hands on that traitor Mortimer ! 

Y, Mor, Lay hands on that traitor Gaveston ! 

Kent. Is this the duty that you owe your king ? 

War, We know our duties — let him know his peers. 

Edw, Whither will you bear him? Stay, or ye 
shall die. 

E. Mor, We are no traitors ; therefore threaten not. 

Oav, No, threaten not, my lord, but pay them 
home ! 
Weii0 1 a 'king 
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, Archbish, My lords, to ease all this, but hear me 

speak : — 
We and the rest, that are his counsellors, 
Will meet, and with a general consent 
! Confirm his banishment with our hands and seals. 

j Lan. What we confirm the king will frustrate. 

• Y, Mor, Then may we lawfully revolt from him. 

^ War, But say, my lord, where shall this meeting be ? 

Archbish. At the New Temple. 
Y, Mor. Content. 

Archbish. And, in the meantime, I'll entreat you all 
To cross to Lambeth, and there stay with me. 
' Lan. Come then, let's away. 

Y. Mor. Madam, farewell ! 
; Queen. Farewell, sweet Mortimer ; and, for my sake, 

■ Forbear to levy arms against the king. 

; F. Mor. Aye, if words will serve, if not, I must, 

[Exeunt. 
Scene III. 

Enter Gaveston and the Eakl of Kent. 

Oav. Edmund, the mighty prince of Lancaster, 
That hath more earldoms than an ass can bear. 
And both the Mortimers, two goodly men, 
With Guy of Warwick, that redoubted knight, 
Are gone toward London — there let them remain. 

[Exeunt. 
Scene IV. 

Enter Nobles, and the Archbishop of Canterbuky. 

Lan. Here is the form of Gaveston's exile : 
May it please your lordship to subscribe your name. 
Archbish. Give me the paper. 

[He «t(&<cri&e8, as tlie otKers do ajler h.(m. 
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Lan. Quick, quick, my lord ; I long to write my 
name. 

War, But I long more to see him banished hence. 

Y, Mot, The name of Mortimer shall fright the 
f king, 

I Unless he be declined from that base peasant. 
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Enter the King, Gaveston, anid Kent. 



Edw, What, are you moved that Gaveston sits here ? 
It is our pleasure, and we will have it so. 
-! Lan, Your grace doth well to place him by your 

[ side, 

I For nowhere else the new earl is so safe. 

■ E, Mot, What man of noble birth can brook this 

I sight ? 

] Qu(]mimaUc(mvmxvmi! 
\ See what a scornful look the peasant casts ! 

Pern. Can kingly lions fawn on creeping ants T 

War, Ignoble vassal, that like Phaeton 
. Aspir'st nnto the guidance of the sun. 

i !r. Mor, Their downfall is at hand, their forces 

I down : 

I We will not thus be faced and over-peered. 
I Edw, Lay hands on that traitor Mortimer ! 

I Y. Mor, Lay hands on that traitor Gaveston ! 

\ Kent, Is this the duty that you owe your king ? 

War, We know our duties — let him know his peers. 

Edw, Whither will you bear him % Stay, or ye 
shall die. 

E, Mor, We are no traitors ; therefore threaten not. 

Oav, No, threaten not, my lord, but pay them 
home ! 
Were I a king 
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Y, Mor. Thou villain, wherefore talk'st thou of 
king, 
That hardly art a gentleman by birth % 

Edw. Were he a peasant, being my minion, 
I'll make the proudest of you stoop to him. 

La/n, My lord, you may not thus disparage us. 
Away, I say, with hateful Gaveston. 

E, Mor, And with the Earl of Kent that favours hir 
[Attendants remove Kent and Gavbsto: 

Edw. Nay, then, lay violent hands upon your kin 
Here, Mortimer, sit thou in Edward's throne : 
Warwick and Lancaster, wear you my crown : 
Was ever king thus over-ruled as 11 

Lan. Learn then to rule us better, and the realm. 

T, Mor. What we have done, our heart- blood shs 
maintain. 

War, Think you that we can brook this upsta 
pride ? 

Edw. Anger and wrathful fury stops my speech. 

Archbish. Why are you moved ? be patient, my lor 
And see what we your counsellora have done. 

Y, Mor. My lords, now let us all be resolute, 
And either have our wills or lose our lives. 

Edw. Meet you for this ? proud, over-daring peers 
Ere my sweet Gaveston shall part from me, 
This isle shall fleet upon the ocean, 
And wander to the unfrequented Inde. 

Archbish. You know that I am legate to the pope 
On your allegiance to the see of Rome, 
Subscnbe, as we have done, to his exile. 

Y. Mor. Curse him, if he refuse ; and then may v 
Depose him and elect another king. 

Edw. Aye, there it goes — but yet I will not yield 
Curse me, depose me, do the ^ox%\. ^oivx. ^»b\i. 
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Lan, Then linger not, my lord, bu ^(,^ 

Archbish. Remember how the bishoi^ ^^^'^^ ' 
Either banish him that was the cause thv^> 
Or I will presently discharge these lords "^'day 
Of duty and allegiance due to thee. ^»^ 

Edw. It boots me not to threat — I must spS^ 

L- 
Tho legate of the pope will be obeyed. 

My lord, you shall be Chancellor of the realm ; 

Thou, Lancaster, High Admiral of the fleet ; 

Young Mortimer and his uncle shall be earls ; 

And you. Lord Warwick, President of the North ; 

And thou of Wales. If this content you not, 

Make several kingdoms of this monarchy. 

And share it equally amongst you all, 

So I may have some nook or corner left, 

To frolic with my dearest Gaveston. 

Archbish, Nothing shall alter us — we are resolved. 

Lan. Come, come, subscribe. 

Y, Mor, Why should you love him whom the 
world hates so ? 

Edw, Because he loves me more than all the world. 
Ah, none but rude and savage-minded men 
Would seek the ruin of my Gaveston ! 
You that are noble-born should pity him. 

War, You that are princely-born should shake 
him off : 
For shame, subscribe, and let the lown depart. 

E. Mor. Urge him, my lord. 
Archbish, Are you content to banish him the 

realm? 
Edw, I see I must, and therefore am content •« V 

Instead of ink, Fll write \t mVXi mi \ft^Te»,\^M^»««'^^- N 

F. Mor, The king ia loy^-AOt tot Vsa iBKE^vs^i* 
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Y, Mor, Tdone: and now, accursed hand, fall 
king 

Thathar^e it me: I'll have it published in the 

-Eat^.^eets. 
I Wm^fyi^^ Y\\ gee him presently despatched away. 

-^^bhbish. Now is my heart at ease. 
■^War, And so is mine. 
Pern. This will be good news to the common sort. 
M Mor, Be it or no, he shall not linger here. 

[ExeuTvt all except King Edwakd. 
Edw, How fast they run to banish him I love ! 
They would not stir, were it to do me good. 
"Why should a king be subject to a priest ? 
Proud Rome, that hatchest such imperial grooms, 
With these thy superstitious taper lights, 
Wherewith thy antichristian churches blaze, 
I'll fire thy crazM buildings, and enforce 
The papal towers to kiss the lowly ground ! 
With slaughtered priests make Tiber's channel swell, 
And banks rise higher with their sepulchres 1 
As for the peers, that back the clergy thus, 
If I be king, not one of them shall live. 

Re-enter Gaveston. 

Gav. My lord, I hear it whispered every where 
That I am banished, and must fly the land. 

Edw. 'Tis true, sweet Gaveston : Oh, were it false 
The legate of the Pope will have it so, 
j And thou must hence, or I shall be deposed, 

' But I will reign to be revenged of them ; 

.' And therefore, sweet friend, take it patiently, 

j Live where thou wilt, I'll send thee gold enough ; 

And long thou shalt not stay ; or, if thou dost, 
ru come to thee : my love sViaW. uc^'ei ^^c^iii^. 
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Oav, Is all my hope turned to this hen embai"* 

Edw, Rend not my heart with thy s, X.^ 



words : >-day 

Thou from this land, I from myself am banishv 

Gav. To go from hence grieves not poor 6aTe& 
But to forsake you, in whose gracious looks 
The blessedness of Gaveston remains ; 
For nowhere else seeks he felicity. 

Edw, And only this torments my wretched soul, 
That, whether I will or no, thou must depart. 
Be governor of Ireland in my stead, I 

And there abide till fortune call thee home. • 

Here, take my picture, and let me wear thine : F 

[They exchange pictures, ' 

0, might I keep thee here, as I do this, . | 

Happy were 1 1 but now most miserable. : 

dav, 'Tis something to be pitied of a king. j 

Edw, Thou shalt not hence — I'll hide thee, 

Gaveston. j 

Oav, I shall be found, and then 'twill grieve me j 
more. I 

Edw, Kind words, and mutual talk makes our grief j 

greater ; ! 

Therefore, with dumb embracement, let us part — j 

Stay, Graveston, I cannot leave thee thus. ! 

Oav, For every look, my love drops down a tear : j 

Seeing I must go, do not renew my sorrow. 1 

Edw, The time is little that thou hast to stay, 
And, therefore, give me leave to look my fill ; 
But come, sweet friend, I'll bear thee on thy way. 

Oav. The peers will frown. 

Edw, I pass not for theit w^^w — Qwtaa^X^'^^^ 
that we might as well Tetutu «a ^o. 
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r. Mot. r 

Wnpder Kent aad Qitbeh laMiEi. 
That hard 

Edui... Whither goes my lord T 
I'll nia'. F&WD not on ma, French Btrlimpet t get Uiee 

k.-Q<icen. On whom but on mj hustand shoolJ T 



ffao. On Mortirasr 1 with whom, aiii;entle quaen— 
1 nay no iDuru — jud;^ you the leat, luy locii. 

Queen. lu aayiiig this, tliou wrong'Bt me, OLivetitou 
Is't D4t enough thuC thoa eorrupt'st my lor^l, 
And art « bawd to tiia affection?, 
But thou mast cull Jnine hononr thus in qu^ation 1 

Qaa. I mean not so ; your grace must pavHuti me. 

Ma. Thou art too familiar with that Mortimer, 
Anil by thy mcaiia is Caveston eiileil ; 
liut 1 would v\i\\ thee reconcile the loi'da, 
Or thou shalt ne'er be reconcilei! to me. 

Quun. Your highnesa knows it lies not ii 

Jidw. Away, then I touuh mhnot— Coim, 

QiisfTi. Tillnin I 'tie thou that robb'at uie of my 
lord. 

Oav. Madatn. 'tis you that rob mo nl my lord. 

Edm. Speak not unto lior ; let hor droop nnil pine. 

Qiieea. Wherein, my lord, have I desui'vod theso 
worda ! 
Witness ihe teara that Isibilla aheds. 
Witness this heart, that, sighing for thee, breaks. 
How dear my lord is to poor Isabel, 

EdV). And witness hesTen how dear thou art to mo I 
Tliere weep ; for till my GavestoD bo repealed, 
AaavtB thyself thou coui'at not in my sight 

|BrBiml'£owfc-(inQiuQ,llKrMrews. * 
Queen, miserable ftnddiHUwE^^'V^w'^^ 



my power. 
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Would, when I left sweet France and was emb?*." 

That charming Circe, walking on the waves, 

Had changed my shape, or that the marriage-day 

The cup of Hymen had been lull of poison. 

Or with those arms that twined about my neck 

I had been stifled, and not lived to see 

The king my lord thus to abandon me t 

Like frantic Juno will I fill the earth 

With ghastly murmur of my sighs and cries ; 

For never doated Jove on Ganymede 

So much as he on cursed Gaveston ; 

But that will more exasperate his wrath : 

I must entreat him, I must speak him fair, 

And be a means to call home Gaveston ; 

And yet he'll ever doat on Gaveston : 

And so am I for ever miserable. 

Enter the Nobles. 

Lan. Look where the sister of the king of Franco 
Sits wringing of her hands and beats her breast ! 

War. The king, I fear, hath ill-entreated her. 

Pern. Hard is the heart that injures such a saints 

Y. Mot, I know *tis 'long of Gaveston she weeps. 

E, Mor. Why, he is gone. 

y. Mor, Madam, how fares your grace I 

Queen. Ah, Mortimer 1 now breaks the king's hato 
forth. 
And he confesseth that he loves me not. 

Y, Mor, Cry quittance, madam, then ; and love 
not him. 

Queen. No, rather will I die a thousand deaths ; 
And yet I love in vain — he'll n^'w \on^ \ftfc. 

Zan. Fear ye not, madam •, Xko^ \\\^ mvoIvsiKi^ ^Ifs^vi^ 
His wauton h amour vriU be (\v3acV\^ \sJvX.. 



Voiaiitr Kent and Qitbbm laiBEi- 
That har^ 

EdM.., Whither goea my lord I 
rtl IMS, Fftnn not on aw, Freltc:h strumpet I get tliea 

A^ticen. On whom but on my hustianil aboulJ I 

Gav. On Mortimer 1 with wliam, nniicDtle qneen-J 
I say noHioro — judge you the vest, my lord. I 

Queen. In saying this, tliou wrong'Bt me, OsTestoal 
Is't not enough thiit thou oorrupt'at my lord. 
And art a bawd to his atTEctioii;, 
But thou must cull Jnine honour thai in quMtion 1 

Qoji. I meat! not so ; your grace must i-arilun me. 

Edw. Thou art too (amiliar wilh that Mortimer, 
Ami by thy mcaus is Gaveston exileil ; 
But I would wish thee recandle the lords, 
Or thou shall ne'ei' bo reconciled to die. 

Queen. Yourhighnesaltnowaitlieanotin my power. 

Kdw. Away, then I touch inn not— Come, Gavealou. 

Queen. Viliniu I 'tia thou that robb'st me of my 
lord. 

Qav. Madam, 'tiB you that rob mo of my lord. 

sill'. Speak not unto hot ; lot hor droop nml pine. 

Quccn. Wherein, my lord, have I doaerved theao 



Tliere weep ; for till my Gavestou bo repcakiL, 
Aasute thjflelf thoo com'et not in my sight 

lEreimtSn'W'i'KD OlmA^J^ 
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Would, when I left sweet France and was embS?*- 

That charming Circe, walking on the waves, ^ 

Had changed my shape, or tliat the marriage-day 

The cup of Hymen had been full of poison, 

Or with those arms that twined about my neck 

I had been stifled, and not lived to see 

The king my lord thus to abandon me ! 

Like frantic Juno will I fill the earth 

With ghastly murmur of my sighs and cries ; 

For never doated Jove on Ganymede 

So much as he on cursed Gaveston ; 

But that will more exasperate his wrath : 

I must entreat him, I must speak him fair. 

And be a means to call home Gaveston : 

And yet he'll ever doat on Gaveston : 

And so am I for ever miserable. 

Enter the Nobles. 

Lan. Look where the sister of the king of Franco 
Sits wringing of her hands and beats her breast ! 

War. The king, I fear, hath ill-entreated her. 

Pern. Hard is the heart that injures such a saint. 

F. Mor. I know 'tis 'long of Gaveston she weeps. 

E, Mor. Why, he is gone. 

Y. Mor, Madam, how fares your grace I 

Queen. Ah, Mortimer t now breaks the king's hato 
forth. 
And he confesseth that he loves me not. 

Y, Mor, Cry quittance, madam, then ; and love 
not him. 

Queen. No, rather will I die a thousand deaths ; 
And yet I love in vain — he'll n^'w \qn^ \ttfc. 

Zan. Fear je not, madam •, XkO^ \\Vi mvc^axi'^ ^gs^v^^ 
His wauton h amour vriU be c^mckVj XsJvX.. 
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jeen. Oli, never, Lancaster I I am eojoined 
Ho Bue upon you all for his repeal ; 
Tliia wilU my lord, and this must I perform, 
Or else bo banished fiom his Uiglmcaa' prescncB. 

Laii„ For his rcjieal, madaui I he cornea not hack, 
niilens the aea cast up his ahipwrecked body. 

War. And to behold so sweet a sight as that, 
Tljere's none here but would run his horse to lieRt!). 
Y. Mor. But, madam, would you have us call biiu \ 
home ! 

Qaeen. Aye, Mortimer, for till ha be restored, 
The BDgry king bath baTiishcd me the court ; 
And, therefore, aa thou lov'st aud teiider'st ma, 
Be tbou my advocate upon the peers. 

Y. Mor. What I ivoolil you have me plead for i 
Gaveaton I 

E. iior. Plead for him that will, I am resolved. 

Lan. And bo Rm 1, 1117 lord I dissuade the queen. 

QiieffR. O Lancaster 1 let him dissDade the lilng, 
For 'tia a|;aiust my will he should return. 

War. Theu apeak not for him, let the pcBsant go. 

Qiiten. 'Tie for myself I apeak, and not for him. 

Peril. "So apeaking will prevail, and theratoro ceuso. 

r. Mot. Fair iiuean, forbear to angle for the fish, 
Which, being caaght, strikes him that tttkes it dead ; 
I mean that vile torpedo, Gaveslou, 
That now I hope Goats on thu Irish soaa. 

Qaetn. Sweet Mortimer, sit dowu by me awhils, 
And I will tell thee reaaons of such voiglit, 
As thou wilt soou subscribe to bis repeal. J 

Y. Mot. It is impossible ; but speak your mind. 



Vue/m. Thun thus, but none shall bear i 



selves. 



but 
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Lan, My lords, albeit the queen win Mortimb. 
Will you be resolute, and hold with me ? 

E, Mot, Not I, against my nephew. 

Pem. Fear not, the queen's words cannot alter him. 

Wwr, No, do but mark how earnestly she pleads. 

Lan, And see how coldly his looks make denial. 

War. She smiles, now for my life his mind is 
, changed. { 

V Lan. ril rather lose his friendship I, than grant. 5 

VY. Mot. Well, of necessity it must be so. : 

y lords, that I abhor base Gaveston 
\ hope your honours make no question, ■. 

And therefore, though I plead for his repeal, \ 

*Tis not for his sake, but for our avail ! j 

Kay, for the realm's behoof, and for the king's. | 

Lati. Fie, Mortimer, dishonour not thyself ! J 

Can this be true, 'twas good to banish him ? \ 

And is this true, to call him home again ? • 

Such reasons made white black, and dark night day. \ 
f Y. Mot. My lord of Lancaster, mark the respect. \ 

Lan. In no respect can contraries be true. \ 

\ Queen. Yet, good my lord, hear what he can allege. j 
' War. All that he speaks is nothing, wo are resolved. j 
'X' ^or. Do you not wish that Gaveston were dcail ? | 
pe?w. I would he were. [speak. \ 

J Y. Mor. Wliy then, my lord, give me but leave to 1 

\ A Mor. But, nephew, do not play the sophistor. j 

[ Y. Mor, This which I urge is of a burning zeal i 

• To aend the king, and do our country good. j 

\ Knov you not Gaveston hath store of gold, f 

Which may in Ireland purchase him such friends, 
' . As he will front the mightiest of us all ? 

And whereas he shall IWe Wi^)oft\iOLQ>N^\, 
'2Y9 bard for ua to work Yiia o\^T\i\\\cr« . 




ar, Mark you but that, my lord of Lancaster, 
Y, Mot, But were he here, detested as he is, 
How eas'ly might some base slave be suborned 
To greet his lordship with a poniard, 
And none so much as blame the marderer, 
But rather praise him for that brave attempt, 
And in the chronicle enrol his name 
For purging of the realm of such a plague ? 
Pcm. He saith true. ^j 

Lam, Aye, but how chance this was not done befor « ? 
F. M<yr, Because, my lords, it was not thouf'ght 
upon : ^ > 

Nay, more, when he shall know it lies in us ;, 

To banish him, and then to call him home, ,*: 

'Twill make him vail the top-flag of his pride, ' 
And fear to offend the meanest nobleman. " i 

E. Mor. But how if he do not, nephew ? ^ f 

F. Mor. Then may we with some colour ris^j in 

arms ! 
For howsoever we have borne it out, 
'Tis treason to be up against the king ; 
So we sliall have the people of our side, 
Which for his father's sake lean to the king. 
But cannot brook a night-grown mushroom. 
Such a one as my lord of Cornwall is. 
Should bear us down of the nobility. 
And when the commons and the nobles join, 
'Tis not the king can buckler Gaveston ; 
We'll pull him from the stroncjest hold he hat 
My lords, if to perform this I be slack. 
Think me as base a groom as Gaveston. 

Lan, On that condition, Lancaster will 

War, And so will Pembroke aud I, 

E, Mot. And \, 



T, Mot, In this I count me highly gratified, 
And Mortimer will rest at your command. 

QtJiAtn, And when this favour Isabel forgets, 
Then let her live abandoned and forlorn. 
But see, in happy time, my lord the king, 
Having brought the Earl of Cornwall on his way, 
Is new returned ; this news will glad him much ; 
Tet not so much as me ; I love him more 
Then he can Gaveston ; would he loved me 
But half so much, then were I treble-blessed ! 

JKnfer King Edward, moumhig, 

Edw, He's gone, and for his absence thus I mourn. 
Did never sorrow go so near my heart. 
As doth the want of my sweet Gaveston ! 
And could my crown's revenue bring him back, 
I would freely give it to his enemies, 
And think I gained, having bought so dear a frieml. 

Qiieen. Hark ! how he harps upon his minion. 



JiJdw, My heart is as an anvil unto sorrow, i 



Which beats upon it like the Cyclops* hammers. 
And with the noise turns up my giddy brain, 
And makes me frantic for my Gaveston. 
Ah ! had some bloodless fury rose from hell, 
And with my kingly sceptre struck me dead, 
When I was forced to leave my Gaveston ! 

Lan. Diablo ! what passions call you these ! 

Queen. My gracious lord, I come to bring you new?. 

JEdw, That you have parl^d with your Mortimer ? 

Qtieen. That Gaveston, my lord, shall be repealed. 

JEdw. Repealed ! the news is too sweet to bo true ! 

Queen. But will you love me, if you find it so ? 

Edw, If it be so, what will not Edward do ? 

Queen, For Gktveston, but not for IsabeL 
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Edw, For thee, fair queen, if thou lov'st Gaveston, 
I'll hang a golden tongue about thy neck, 
Seeing thou hast pleaded with so good success. 

Queen. No other jewels hang about my neck 
Than these, my lord ; nor let rae have more wealth 
Than I may fetch from this rich treasury — 

how a kiss revives poor Isabel ! 
Edw, Once more receive my hand ; and let this be 

A second marriage 'twixt thyself and me. 
Qiieen. And may it prove more happy than the 
first! 
My gentle lord, bespeak these nobles fair, 
That wait attendance for a gracious look, 
And on their knees salute your majesty. 

Edw, Courageous Lancaster, embrace thy king ; 
And, as gross vapours perish by the sun, 
Even so let hatred with thy sovereign's smile. 
Live thou with me as my companion. 
Lan. This salutation overjoys my heart. 
Edw. Warwick shall be my chiefest counsellor : 
These silver hairs will more adorn my court 
Than gaudy silks, or rich embroidery. 
Chide me, sweet Warwick, if I go astray. 
\ War, Slay me, my lord, when I offend your grace. 

J Edw. In solemn triumphs, and in public shows, 

Pembroke shall bear the sword before the king. 
Pern. And with this sword Pembroke will fight for 
you. 
[ Edw. But wherefore walks young Mortimer aside ? 

Be thou commander of our royal fleet ; 
Or if that lofty office like thee not, 

1 make thee here Lord Marshal of the realm. 
X. Mor. My Jord, Til raaTs\ia\&o -jowx euw«vi»^ i 

As England shall he quiet, and 'joxx «a.lft. \ 
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Edw, And as for you, Lord Mortimer of Chirke, 
Whose great achievements in our foreign war 
Deserve no common place, nor mean reward ; 
Be you the general of the levied troops, 
That now are ready to assail the Scots. [me, 

E. Mot, In this your grace hath highly honoured 
For with my nature war doth best agree. 

Quten. Now is the king of England rich and strong, 
Having the love of his renowned peers. 

Edw. Aye, Isabel, ne'er was my heart so light. 
Clerk of the crown, direct our warrant forth 
For Gaveston to Ireland : [Enter Beaumont with 

warrant] Beaumont, fly. 
As fast as Iris, or Jove's Mercury. 

Bea. It shall be done, my gracious lord. i 

Edw. Lord Mortimer, we leave you to your charge. 1 
Now let us in, and feast it royally. j 

Against our friend the Earl of Cornwall comes i 

We'll have a general tilt and tournament ; j 

And then his marriage shall be solemnised. j 

For wot you not that I have made him sure { 

Unto our cousin, the Earl of Gloucester's heir ? j 

Lan. Such news we hear, my lord. | 

Edw, That day, if not for him, yet for my sake, 
Who in the triumph will be challenger. 
Spare for no cost ; we will requite your love. 

War. In this, or aught your highness shall com mand 
us. 

Edw. Thanks, gentle Warwick : come, let's in and 
revel. [Exeunt. Manent the Mortimers. 

E. Mot. Nephew, I must to Scotland ; thou stayeat 
here. 
Leave now t* oppose thyself af^in&t \Xi^ Vvci\|,\ 
TAoa aeeat by nature he ia mUA vaOi <^^^x&. \ 
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And, seeing his mind so dotes on Gaveston, 
Let him without controlment have his will. 
The mightiest kings have had their minions : 
Great Alexander loved Hephsestion, 
The conquering Hercules for his Hylas wept, 
And for Patroclus stern Achilles drooped : 
And not kings only, but the wisest men ; 
The Roman Tully lov'd Octavius, 
Grave Socrates wild Alcibiades. 
Then let his grace, whose youth is flexible, 
And promiseth as much as we can wish, 
Freely enjoy that vain, light-headed earl ; 
For riper years will wean him from such toys. 

Y, Mor, Uncle, his wanton humour grieves not 
me ; 
But this I scorn, that one so basely-born 
Should by his sovereign's favour grow so pert, 
And riot it with the treasure of the realm. 
While soldiers mutiny for want of pay, 
He wears a lord's revenue on his back, 
And, Midas-like, he jets it in the court, 
With base outlandish cullions at his heels. 
Whose proud fantastic liveries make such show, 
As if that Proteus, god of shapes, appeared. 
I have not seen a dapper Jack so brisk : 
He wears a short Italian hooded cloak, 
Larded with pearl, and in his Tuscan cap 
A jewel of more value than the crown. 
While others walk below, the king and he, 
From out a window, laugh at such as we. 
And flout onr train, and jest at our attire. 
J Uncle, 'tis this makes me impatient. 
/ -^ Jfor, But, nephew, now you wft \Xi^ Va^^ ^& 

/ changed, \ 
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Y, Mcr, Then so am I, and live to do him service : 
Bat whilst I have a sword, a hand, a heart, 
I will not yield to any suph upstart. 
Yon know my mind ; come, uncle^ let's away. 

[Bkceunt 

ACT THE SECOND 
Scene I. 

Enter Young Spencer and Baldock. 

Bald, Spencer, 
Seeing that our lord the Earl of Gloucester's dead, 
Wliich of the nobles dost thou mean to serve ? 

F. Spen, Not Mortimer, nor any of his side ; 
Because the king and he are enemies. 
Baldock, learn this of me, a factious lord 
Shall hardly do himself good, much less us ; 
But he that hath the favour of a king, 
May with one word advance us while we live : 
The liberal Earl of Cornwall is the man 
On whose good fortune Spencer's hope depends.' 

Bald, What, mean you then to be his follower? 

Y, Spen, No, his companion ; for he loves me 
well. 
And would have once preferred me to the king. 

Bald, But he is banished; there's small hope of 
him. 

Y, Spen, Aye, for a while ; but Baldock, mark the 
end. 
A friend of mine told me in secrecy 
That he's repealed, and sent for Wck. ^^vcv \ \. 

And even now a post came ftom W\^ cowiX. 
With letters to our lady from Oci^ V\\i^\ 
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And as she read she smiled, which makes me think 
It is about her lover Gaveston. 

Bald, 'Tis like enough ; for since he was exiled 
She neither walks abroad, nor comes in sight. 
But I had thought the match had been broke off, 
And that his banishment had changed her mind. 

F. Spen.. Our lady's first love is not wavering ; 
My life for thine she will have Gaveston. 

Bald, Then hope I by her means to be preferred, 
Having read unto her since she was a child. [off, 

Y. Spen. Then, Baldock, you must cast the scholar 
And learn to court it like a gentleman. 
Tis not a black coat and a little band, 
A velvet caped cloak, faced before with serge, 
\ And smelling to a nosegay all the day, 

j Or holding of a napkin in your hand. 

Or saying a long grace at a table's end, 
Or making low legs to a nobleman. 
Or looking downward with your eyelids close, 
I And saying, "Truly, an't may please your honour," 

Can get you any favour with great men : 
You must be proud, bold, pleasant, resolute. 
And now and then stab, as occasion serves. 

Bald. Spencer, thou know'st I hate such formal 
toys. 
And use them but of mere hypocrisy. 
Mine old lord while he lived was so precise, 
Tliat he would take exceptions at my buttons. 
And being like pins* heads, blame me for the bigness ; 
Which made me curate-like in mine attire, 
Though inwardly licentious enough, 
And apt for any kind of villainy. 
/ I am none of these common pedauta, I, 

r That cannot speak without propterea qiiM. 
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Y, Spen. But one of those thsit ssiithy qtiandoquidemf 
"And hath a special gift to form a verb. 

Bald, Leave oflf this jesting, here my lad}' conies. 

Enter the Lady. 

Lady. The grief for his exile was not so much, 
As is the joy of his returning home. 
This letter came from my sweet Gaveston : 
What need'st thou, love, thus to excuse thyself ? 
I know thou coulJst not come and visit me : 
/ will ipt long he from thee, though I die. [Beads. 

This ar^'.i*»s the entire love of my lord ; 
WTien IforsL ke thee, death seize on my heart : 

[Heads. 

Rut stay thee here where Gaveston shall sleep. i 

Now to the letter of my lord the king. — \ 

He wills me to repair unto tlie court, 
And meet my Gaveston ? why do I stay, 
Seeing that he talks thus of my marriage-day ? 
Who's there ? Baldock I 
See that my coach be ready, I must hence. . 

Bald. It shall be done, madam. [Exit. 

Lady. And meet me at the park-pale presently. 
Spencer, stay you and bear me company, 
For I have joyful news to tell thee of ; 
My lord of Cornwall is a coming over, 
And will be at the court as soon as we. 

Spen. I knev the king would have him home a.:;:ain. 

Lady. If all things sort out, as I hope they will, 
Thy service, Siencer, shall be thought upon. 

Spen. I Imnibly thank your ladyship. 

Lady, Comj, lead the wav : IWa, \JOkV\i!kxv\'^^^^^ 
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Scene II. 



; 



Enter Edward, tlie Queen, Lancaster, 
Mortimer, Warwick, Pembroke, Keni 
Attendants. 

Edw. The wind is good, I wonder why he sta 
I fear me he is wrecked upon the sea. 

Qiieen. Look, Lancaster, how passionate he u 
And still his mind runs on his minion 1 

Lan, My lord. 

Edw. How now ! what news ? is Gavestoi at 

T. Mot, Nothing but Gaveston 1 wlj^^riiean 
grace ? / 

You have matters of more weight to /think upor 
The King of Friance sets foot in Noranandy. 

Edw, A trifle ! we'll expel him wfiien we ple{ 
But tell me, Mortimer, what's thy d( pvice 
Against the stately triumph we decn ;ed I 

Y, Mot, A homely one, my lor J, not wo 
telling. ( 

Edw, Pray thee let me know it '^ 

T, Mot. But, seeing you are so desirous, thu 
A lofty cedar-tree, fair flourishing, ^ 
On whose top-branches kingly eagles perch, 
And by the nark a canker creeps me i jp, 
And gets into the highest bough of aKl : 
The motto, Mqyut tandem, 

Edw. And what is yours, my lord ^of Lancas" 

Lan. My lord, mine's more obscure ^than Mor 
Pliny reports there is a flying fish 
Which all the other fishes deadly hate ], 
And therefore, beinff pursued, it takesli the air : 
No sooner is it up, out there's a fowl ^ 
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That seizeth it : this fish, my lord, I bear, 
The motto this : Undique mors est. 

Kent. Proud Mortimer 1 ungentle Lancaster I 
Is til is the love you bear your sovereign ? 
Is this the fruit your reconcilement bears ? 
Can you in words make show of amity. 
And in your shields display your rancorous minds ? 
AVhat call yon this but private libelling 
Against the Earl of Cornwall and my brother t 

Queen, Sweet husband, bo content, they all love 
you. 

Edw. They love me not that hate my Gaveston. I 

I am that cedar, shake me not too much ; { 

j And you the eagles ; soar ye ne'er so high, 



I I have the jesses that will pull ye down ; 

I I And JSque tandem shall that canker cry 
! Unto the proudest peer of Britainy. 

Though thou compar'st him to a flying fish. 
And threatenest death whether he rise or fall, 
'Tis not the hugest monster of the sea, 
Nor foulest harpy that shall swallow him. 

Y. Mar. If in his absence thus he favours him, 
What will he do whenas he shall be present ? 
Lan. That shall we see; look where his lordship 
comes. 

Enter Gaveston. 

■j Edw. My Gaveston ! welcome to Tynemouth I wel- 
come to thy friend I 

iThy absence made me droop and pine away ; 

• For, as the lovers of fair Danae, ^ 

When she was locked up in a brazen tower, 
I Desired her more, and waxed outrageous, 

i So did it fare witii me ; and now thy sight ^"^^^^ii. 
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Scene II. 

J^w^cr Edward, <^e Queen, Lancaster, 
Mortimer, Warwick, Pembroke, Kent 
Attendants. 

Edw. The wind is good, I wonder why he stc 
I fear me he is wrecked upon the sea. 

Qiieen. Look, Lancaster, how passionate he ii 
And still his mind rans on his minion 1 

Lan. My lord. 

Edw. How now ! what news ? is Gavestoi ai 

Y. Mot. Nothing but Gaveston 1 w^i^^riiean 
grace ? / 

You have matters of more weight to /think upoi 
The King of France sets foot in Nonfaandy. 

Edw, A trifle ! we'll expel him wfcen we plet 
But tell me, Mortimer, what's thy d( jvice 
Against the stately triumph we decn -ed I 

Y, Mot, A homely one, my lor J, not wo 
telling. ^ 

Edw. Pray thee let me know it. i^ 

Y. Mor. But, seeing you are so desirous, thv 
A lofty cedar-tree, fair flourishing, ^ 
On whose top-branches kingly eagles perch, 
And by the bark a canker creeps me i jp. 
And gets into the highest bough of a^J : 
The motto, JSque tandem. 

Edw, And what is yours, my lord ^of Lancas 

Lan, My lord, mine's more obscure »than Mor 
Pliny reports there is a flying fish 
Which all the other fishes deadly hate ), 
And therefore, beinff pursued, it takesll the air : 
No sooner is it up, but there's a fowl ^ 
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) That seizeth it : this fish, my lord, I bear, i 

\ The motto this : Undique mors est j 

Kent. Proud Mortimer I ungentle Lancaster I 
Is tliis the love you bear your sovereign ? 
Is this the fruit your reconcilement bears ? 
Can you in words make show of amity. 
And in your shields display your rancorous minds ? 
AVhat call yon this but private libelling 
Against the Earl of Cornwall and my brother ? 
i Queen, Sweet busband, be content, they all love 

j yoii. 

I Edw. They love me not that hate my Gaveston. 

I I am that cedar, shake me not too much ; 

! J And you the eagles ; soar ye ne'er so high, 

j j I have the jesses that will pull ye down ; 

\ I And JEqw tandem shall that canker cry 

I Unto the proudest peer of Britainy. 

I Though thou compar'st him to a flying fish. 

And threatenest death whether he rise or fall, 

'Tis not the hugeut monster of the sea, 

Nor foulest harpy that shall swallow him. 

Y, Mar. If in his absence thus he favours him. 

What Mrill be do whenas he shall be present ? 

Lan. That shall we see; look where his lordship 

comes. 

Enter Gaveston. 

■j Edw, My Gaveston ! welcome to Tynemouth I wel- 
come to thy friend ! 
(Thy absence made me droop and pine away ; 
' For, as the lovers of fair Danae, ^ 
When she was locked up in a brazen tower, 
\ Desired her more, and waxed outrageous. 

So did it fare with me ; and now thy sight 'l;'^^^^'!^. 
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Is sweeter far than was thy parting hence 
Bitter and irksome to my sobbing heart. 

Oav, Sweet lord and king, your speech preventeth 
mine, 
Yet have I words left to express my joy i 
The shepherd nipt with biting winter's rage 
Frolics not more to see the painted spring, 
Than I do to behold your majesty. 

Edw. Will none of you salute my Gaveston ? 

Lan. Salute him ? yes ; welcome Lord Chamberlain ! 

T. Mot. Welcome is the good Earl of Cornwall ! 

War, Welcome, Lord Governor of the Isle of Man I 

Tern. Welcome, Master Secretary ! 

Kent. Brother, do you hear them ? 

Edw. Still will these earls and barons use me thus. 

Oav, My lord, I cannot brook these injuiies. 

Queen. Ah me I poor soul, when these begin to jar. 

[Aside. 

Edw. Return it to their throats, 1*11 be thy warrant. 

Oav. Base, leaden earls, that glory in your birth, 
Go sit at home and eat your tenants^ beef; 
And come not here to scoff at Gaveston, 
Whose mounting thoughts did never creep so low i 
As to bestow a look on such as you. 

Lan. Yet I disdain not to do this for you. [Drawji, 

Edw. Treason 1 treason 1 where's the traitor ? 

Fern. Here ! here ! king : 
Convey hence Gaveston ; they'll murder him. 

Oav, The life of thee shall salve this foul disgrace. 

Y, Mor. Villain ! thy life, unless I miss mine aim. 

[Offers to stab him. 
^sOneen. Ah 1 furious Mortimer, what hast thou done ? 
And Mor. No more than I would answer, were ho 
No 800-iai^ [Exit Gaveston, wUh Attendants. 
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JSdw. Yes, more than thou canst answer, though 
he live ; 
Dear shall you both abide this riotous deed. 
Out of my presence ! come not near the court. 

Y. Mor, I'll not be barred the court for Gaveston. 

Lan, We'll hale him by the ears unto the block. 

EdtD. Look to your heads ; his is sure enough. 

War. Look to your own crown, if you back him thus. 

Kent, Warwick, these words do ill beseem thy years. 

Edv>. Nay, all of them conspire to cross me thus ; 
But if I live, I'll tread upon their heads 
That think with hieh looks thus to tread me down. 
Come, Edmund, let s away and levy men, 
'Tis war that must abate these barons' pride. 

[Eoceunt the King, Queen, ajid Kent*. 

War, Let's to our castles, for the king is moved. 

T, Mor, Moved may he be, and perish in his wrath ! 

Lan, Cousin, it is no dealing with him now, 
He means to make us stoop by force of arms ; 
And therefore let us jointly here protest. 
To prosecute that Gaveston to the death. 

T, Mor, By heaven, the abject villain shall not 
live ! 

War. I'll have his blood, or die in seeking it. 

Fern, The like oath Pembroke takes. 

Lan, And so doth Lancaster. 
Now send our heralds to defy the king ; 
And make the people swear to put him down. 

Enter Messenger. 

Y. Mor. Letters ! from whence ? 

Mess, From Scotland, my lord. ^__^ — 

[Oimng letters to Mortimeh. I 
Lan, Why, how now, cousin, ho^ ^^t^^waVcvev^^'sX X 
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Y, Mar. My uncle's taken prisoner by the Scots. 

lian, We'll have him ransomed, man ; be of good 
cheer. [pound. 

T, Mot, They rate his ransom at five thousand 
Who should defray the money but the king, 
Seeing he is taken prisoner in his wars ? 
rU to the king. 

Lan. Do, cousin, and I'll bea,r thee company. 

War, Meantime, my lord of Pembroke and myself 
Will to Newcastle here, and gather head. 

F. Mot, About it then, and we will follow you. 

Lan, Be resolute and full of secrecy. 

War, I warrant you. \Ex\Jt with Pembrokr. 

Y, Mot, Cousin, and if he will not ransom him, 
I'll thunder such a peal into his ears. 
As never subject did unto his king. 

Lan, Content, I'll bear my part — Holloa ! who's 
there ? [Guard appcai-a. 

Enter Guard. 

Y. Mar, Aye, marry, such a guard as this doth well. 

Lan, Lead on the way. 

Guard. Whither will your lordships ? 

y. Mor. Whither else but to the king. 

Guard. His highness is disposed to bo alone. 

Lan, Why, so he may, but we will speak to him. 

Guard. You may not in, my lord. 

Y, Mor. May we not ? 

Enter Edward and Kent. 

Edw. How now ! what noise is this ? 
Who have we there, is't you ? [Gfoing. 

Y. Mor, Nay, stay, my lord, I come to brinjpyou news ; 
Mine uncle's taken prisoner by the Scots. ^ 
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Edw, Then ransom him. 

Xon. *Twas in your wars ; you should ransom him. 

Y, Mar. And yon shall ransom him, or else 

KeTit, "What ! Mortimer, yon will not threaten him ? 

Edw, Quiet yourself, yon shall have the hroad seal, 
To gather for him thorough out the realm. 

Lan, Tour minion Gaveston hath taught you this. 

Y, Mor, My lord, the family of the Mortimers 
Are not so poor, but, would they sell their land, 
'Twould levy men enough to anger you. 
We never beg, but use such prayers as these. 

Edw, Shall I still be haunted thus ! 

Y. Mot* Nay, now you're here alone, I'll speak 
my mind. 

L(m. And so will I ; and then, my lord, farewell. 

Y. Mot, The idle triumphs, masks, lascivious shows, 
And prodigal gifts bestow'd on Gaveston, 
Have drawn thy treasury dry, and made thee weak ; 
The murmuring commons, overstretched, break. 

Lan, Look for rebellion, look to be deposed : 
Thy garrisons are beaten out of France, 
And, lame and poor, lie groaning at the gates ; 
The wild Oneyl, with swarms of Irish kerns. 
Lives uncontrolled within the English pale ; 
Unto the walls of York the Scots make road. 
And, unresisted, drive away rich spoils. [seas, 

Y, Mot. The haughty" Dane commands the narrow 
While in the harbour ride thy ships unrigged. 

Lan, What foreign prince sends thee ambassadors ? 

Y, Mot, Who loves thee, but a sort of flatterers ? 

Lan, Thy gentle queen, sole sister to Valois, 
Complains that thou hast left her all forlorn. 

F. Mot, Thy court is naked, belong bereft of those 
That make a king seem glorious to the world. — 



\ 



I . 



3 



8o EDWARD THE SECOND. 



I mean the peers, whom thou shouldst dearly love ; 
Libels are cast against thee in the street ; 
Ballads and rhymes made of thy overthrow. 
Lan, The northern borderers, seeing their houses 
burnt, 
Their wives and children slain, run up and down, 
Cursing the name of thee and Gaveston. 

Y, Mor, When wert thou in the field with banner 
spread, 
[ But once : and then thy soldiers march'd like players, 

\ With garish robes, not armour ; and thyself, 

[ Bedaub'd with gold, rode laughing at the rest. 

Nodding and shaking of thy spangled crest, 
Where women's favours hung like labels down. 

Lan. And thereof came it that the fleering Scots, 
To England's high disgrace, have made this jig — 
Maids of England^ sore may you mourn, 
For your lemans you have lost at Bannockshoum — 
With a heave and a ho / 
Whai weeneth the King of England 
So soon to have won Scotland ? — 
With a rombelow / 
Y. Mor, Wigmore shall fly, to set my uncle free. 
Lan. And, when 'tis done, our swords shall purchase 
more. 
J If you be mov'd, revenge it if you can : 

j Look next to see us with our ensigns spread, 

; [Exeunt Nobles. 

1 Edw. My swelling heart for very anger breaks : 

j How oft have I been baited by these peers, \ 

■ And dare not be revenged, for their power is great I 

I Yet, shall the crowing of these cockerels 

j Affright a lion ? Edward, unfold thy paws, 

And let their lives' blood slake thy fury's hunger. 
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If I be cruel and grow tyrannous, 

Now let them thank themselves, and rue too late. 

Kent, My lord, I see your love for Gaveston 
Will be the ruin of the realm and you, 
For now the wrathful nobles threaten wars. 
And therefore, brother, banish him for ever. 

Edw, Art thou an enemy to my Gaveston ? 

Kent. Aye, and it grieves me that I favoured him. 

Edw, Traitor, begone 1 whine thou with Mortimer. 

Kent, So will I, rather than with Gaveston. 

Edw, Out of my sight, and trouble me no more ! 

Kent. No marvel though thou scorn thy noble peers. 
When I, thy brother, am rejected thus. [Exit. 

Edw. Away ! 
Poor Gaveston, that has no friend but me. 
Do what they can, we'll live in Tynemouth here, 
And, so I walk with, him about the walls. 

What care I though the Earls begirt us round 

Here cometh she that's cause of all these jars. 

Enter the Queen, with King's Niece, two Ladies, 
Gaveston, Baldook, and Young Spencer. 

Queen. My lord, 'tis thought the Earls are up in 

arms. 
Edw. Aye, and 'tis likewise thought you favour 

them. 
Queen. Thus do you still suspect me without cause ? 
Lady, Sweet uncle 1 speak more kindly to the 

queen. 
Oav. My lord, dissemble with her, speak her fair. 
Edw, Pardon me, sweet, I had forgot myself. 
Queen, Your pardon is quickly got of Isabel. 
Edw, The younger Mortimer is grown so brave, \ 

That to my face he threatens civil wars. 
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Oat). Why ilo jott not eommit him to the Tower ! 

Hdvi. 1 dare not, for thu people love him well. 

Oav. Wliy, then, we'll have Iiim privily mailfi away, 

Edm. Would Lancaster and ho had both carnnseil 
A howl of poison to each other's health I 
list lot them go, and tell me what are these I 

Lady. Two of my father's servants whilst he liv'd — 
May't please jonr grace to entortain them now ! 

Edw. Tell me, where wast thon horu I 
What is tliiue arms 1 

Bald, My nanie ia Baldouk, and my gentry 
I fetch from O^^ford, not from heraldry. 

Edv). The fitter art thou, Biildofik, for my turn. 
Wuit on me, and I'll see thou shalt not want. 

Bald. I humbly thank your m^esty. 

Kdw. Knowest thou bim, Gaveaton I [allial ; 

Goo. Aye, ray lord ; hie name ia Spencer, he is well 
For my sake, let him wait upon yotic grace ; 
Scarce shall yon find a man of more deseit. 

Edie. Then, Spencer, wait upon me ; for his sake 
I'll (jraca thea wilii a liigher stylo era long. 

Y. Spsn. So greater titles happen nuto mc, 
Than to be favoured of your majesty. 

EdiB. Cousin, this day shnll be your marriage featrL ; 
And, Gareston, think that I love thee well, 
To wed thee to our nioee, the only heir 
Unto the Earl o!' Gloucester late deceased. 

Oav. I know, my lord, many will atamach me, 
But I respect neither their love nor hate. 

Edui, The headstrong barons sliall not limit mo : 
He that I list to favour shall ba great 
Come, let's away ; and when tlie mairiage ends, 
Have at the rehela, and their 'complices I 

[EmiitU omnrs. 
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Scene III. 

Enter Lancaster, Young Mortimer, Warwick, 
Pembroke, and Kent. 

KeiiL My lords, of love to this our native land 
I come to join with you and leave the king ; 
And in your quarrel and the realm's belioof 
Will be the first that shall adventure life. 

Lan, I fear me you are sent of policy, 
To undermine us with a show of love. 

War, . He is your brother, therefore have we cause 
To cast the worst, and doubt of your revolt. 

Kent. Mine honour shall be hostage of my truth : 
If that will not suffice, farewell, my lords. 

Y. Mor, Stay, Edmund ; never was Plantagenet 
7al8e of his word.^and therefore trust we thee. 
Pern, But what's the reason you should leave Inm 

now ? 
Kent, I have informed the Earl of Lancaster. 
Lan, And it sufficeth. Now, my lords, know tliis, 
Tiat Gaveston is secretly arrived, 
Aid here in Tynemouth frolics with the king. 
L t us with these our followers scale the walls. 
Aid suddenly surprise them unawares. 
Y, Mor, ril give the onset 
War, And ril follow thee. 
^ Mor, This tottered ensign of my ancestors, 
Whch swept the desert shore of that dead sea, 
Whreof we got the name of Mortimer, 
WilH advance upon this castle's walls. 
DruTS, strike alarum, raise them from their sport, 
And ing aloud the knell of Gaveston ! 

Lo, None be so hardy as to touch the king ; 
But n'ither spare you Gaveston nor his friends. {^EqixuaL 
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SOENB IV. 

Enter the KiNQ and Spencer, to them Gaveston, etc, 

Edw. tell me, Spencer, where is Gaveston % 
Spen. I fear me, he is slain, my gracious lord. 
Edw. No, here he comes ; now let them spoil and 
kill. 

Enter Queen, Kino's Niece, Gaveston, and 

Nobles. 

Fly, fly, my lords, the earls have got the hold, 
Take shipping and away to Scarborough, 
Spencer and I will post away by land. 

Gav. stay, my lord, they will not injure you, 

Edw. I will not trust them ; Gaveston, away ! 

Gav. Farewell, ray lord. 

Edw. Lady, farewell. 

Lady. Farewell, sweet uncle, till we meet again. 

Edw. Farewell, sweet Gaveston ; and farewell, 

niece. / 

Qiceen. No farewell to poor Isabel thy queen ? 
Edw. Yes, yes, for Mortimer, your lover's sake . 

[Exeunt all bui Is^Jbel. 
Queen. Heaven can witness I love none but yoi^ : 
From my embracements thus he breaks away. 
f that mine arms could close this isle about, 

J That I might pull bim to me where I would ! 

; Or that these tears, that drizzle from mine eyes,/ 

Had power to mollify his stony heart, ' 

That when I had him we might never part 

Enter tJie Barons. A larums, 

I Lan. I wonder how he 'scaped ! 

y. Mot, Who's this, the queen I 



\ 
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Queen. Aye, Mortimer, the miserable queen, 
Whose pining heart her inward sighs have blasted, 
And body with continual mourning wasted : 
These hands are tired with haling of my lord 
From Gaveston, from wicked Gaveston, 
And all in vain ; for, when I speak him fair, 
He turns away, and smiles upon his minion. 

Y, Mot, Cease to lament, and tell us where's the 
king? 

Queen, What would you with the king ? is't him 
you seek ? 

Lan. No, madam, but that cursed Gaveston. 
Far be it from the thought of Lancaster, 
To offer violence to his sovereign. 
We would but rid the realm of Gaveston : 
Tell us where he remains, and he shall die. 

Queen, He's gone by water unto Scarborough ; 
Pursue him quickly and he cannot 'scape ; 
The king hatn left him, and his train is small. 

War, Forslow no time, sweet Lancaster, let's march. 

Y, M(yr. How comes it that the king and he is 
parted ? 

Queen, That thus your army, going several ways. 
Might be of lesser force : and with the power 
That he intendeth presently to raise, 
h^ easily suppressed ; therefore be gone. 

Y, Mot, Here in the river rides a Flemish hoy ; 
Let's all aboard, and follow him amain. 

Lan, The wind that bears him hence will fill our 
sails: 
Come, come aboard, 'tis but an hour's sailing. 

Y, Mor, Madam, stay you within this castle hero. >^ 

Queen, No, Mortimer, I'll to my Iq\^ \Xv'5k>8X\^%. \ 

Y. Mot, Nay, rather aa^l mVXi \xs \ft ^^'^\\>av^'<^^* 



L 



Queen. You know the king is so auapieioaa, 
Ab it he liear I haia but talked with you, 
Mine honour will ba caUeti in question ; 
And thorefure, gentle Mortimer, be gone. 

Y. Uor. I cannot stay to answer yow. 
But think of Mortimor aa he deserves. 

Qiieeii. So well hast tliOQ dtsoTVcd, awcet Mortimer, 
Ab Isabel could live with t)iee for ever. 
Iij Tain I look for love st Edward's hand. 
Whose eyes are fixed on none but Gaveston : 
Yut once more Til importune him with tirayor. 
If he be strange and not regard my words, 
My Bon and I will over into France, 
And to the kin" my brother tbere complain. 
How Gaveaton hath robbed mo of hia love i 
But yet I hope my sorrows will have end, 
And Gavostoii thia bleaaed day be slaiu. [EjM. 

SCBNB V, 

Ejila- GAVEaTON, pursuerf. 
Oav. Yet, lusty lords, I have escaped yoar hands. 
Your thrests, yoar 'Inruma, and yonr bot jiurauita ; 
And though divoroad from King Edward's eyes, 
Yet liveth Pierce of Gaveston unsurpi-ised, 
Breathing, in hope (malgrado all your beards, 
That mustur rebels tbus against your king] 
To see his royal sovereign onoe again. 

ElllCT the NoBLM. 

War. Upon him, soldiers, take away his weapons, 
Y. Jfor. Thou proud disturber of thy country's 
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Corrupter of thy king, cause of these broils, 
Base flatterer, yield 1 and were it not for shame, 
Shame and dishonour to a 8oldie]:'s name, 
Upon my weapon's point here should'st thou fall, 
And welter in thy gore. 

Lan. Monster of men ! 
That, like the Greekish strumpet, trained to arms 
And bloody wars so many valiant knights ; 
Look for no other fortune, wretch, than death ! 
King Edward is not here to buckler thee. 

War. Lancaster^ why talk'st thou to the slave ? 
Go, soldiers, take him hence, for by my sword 
His head shall off: Gaveston, short warning 
Shall serve thy turn. It is our country's cause. 
That here severely we will execute 
Upon thy person : hang him at a bough. 

Gav. My lords 1 

War, Soldiers, have him away ; 
But for thou wert the favourite of a king, 
Thou shalt have so much honour at our hands. 

Oav, I thank you all, my lords ; then I perceive, 
That heading is one, and hanging is the other, 
And death is all. 

Enter Earl of Arundel. 

Lan. How now, my lord of Arundel ? 

Aran. My lords, King Edward greets you all by me. 

War. Arundel, say your message. 

Aran. His majesty, hearing you nad taken Gaveston, 
Intreateth you by me, but that he may 
See him before he dies ; for why, he says, 
And sends you word, he knows that die he shall ; 
And if you gratify his grace so far, 
He will be mindful of uie co\uc\«a;^. 



/ 
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War. How now ? 

Gav. Renowned Edward, how thy name 
Reviv'es poor Gaveston ! 

War. No, it needeth not ; 
Arundel, we will gratify the king 
In other matters ; he must pardon us in this. 
Soldiers, away with him ! 

Gav. Why, my lord of Warwick, 
Will not these delays beget my hopes ? 
I know it, lords, it is this life you aim at, 
Yet grant King Edward this. 

Y. Mor, Shall thou appoint 
What we shall grant ? Soldiers, away with him ! 
Thus we will gratify the king. 
We'll send his head by thee ; let him bestow 
His tears on that, for that is all he gets 
Of Gaveston, or else his senseless trunk. 

Lan. Not so, my lords, lest he bestow more cost 
In burying him, than he hath ever earned. 

Arun. My lords, it is his majesty's request. 
And on the honour of a king he swears. 
He will but talk with him, and send him back. 

War. When, can you tell ? Arundel, no ; we wot, 
He that the care of his re-alm remits. 
And drives his nobles to these exigents 
For Gaveston, will, if he sees him once, 
Violate any promise to possess him. 

Arun. Then if you will not trust his grace in 
keep, 
My lords, I will be pledge for his return. 

Y. Mot. 'Tis honourable in thee to offer this ; 
But for we know thou art a noble gentleman. 
We will not wrong thee so, to make away 
A true man for a thief. 
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Gav. How mean'st thou, Mortimer ? this is over- 
base. 

Y. Mor, Away, base groom, robber of king's 
renown, 
Question with thy companions and mates. 

Pern. My Lord Mortimer, and you, my lords, each 
one. 
To gratify the king's request therein. 
Touching the sending of this Gaveston, 
liccause his majesty so earnestly 
Desires to see the man before his death, 
I will upon mine honour undertake 
To carry him, and bring him back again ; 
Provided this, that you my lord of Arundel 
Will join with me. 

War, Pembroke, what wilt thou do ? 
Cause yet more bloodshed ? Is it not enough 
That we have taken him, but must we now 
Leave him on ** had I wist," and let him go ? 

Pern. My lords, I will not over- woo your honours. 
But if you dare trust Pembroke with the prisoner. 
Upon mine oath, I will return him back. 

Arun. My lord of Lancaster, what say you in 
this? 

Lan, Why, I say, let him go on Pembroke's word. 

Pern. And you, Lord Mortimer ? 

Y, Mor. How say you, my lord of Warwick ? 

War. Nay, do your pleasures, I know how 'twill 
prove. 

Pern. Then give him me. 

Gav. Sweet sovereign, yet I come 
To see thee ere I die. 

War. Not yet, perhaps. 
If Warwick's wit and policy preva.VL» A»Aa~ 
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Y, Mot, My lord of Pembroke, we deliver him to 
you; 
Return him on your honour. Sound, away. 

[Exewni all but Pembroke, Abundel, 
Gayeston, and Pembroke's men. 
Pern. My lord [of Arundel], you shall go ¥rith me. 
My house is not far hence — out of the way 
A little, but our men shall go along. 
We that have pretty wenches to our wives. 
Sir, must not come so near to baulk their lips. 

Arun, 'Tis very kindly spoke, my lord of Pembroke ; 
Your honour hath an adamant of power 
To draw a prince. 

Pern. So, my lord. Come hither, James. 
I do commit this Gaveston to thee. 
Be thou this night his keeper, in the morning 
We will discharge thee of thy charge ; be gone ! 
Oav. Unhappy Gaveston, whither goest thou now ! 

[Exit with Pembroke's men. 
Horse-boy. My lord, we'll quickly be at Cobham. 

[BheeurU. 

ACT THE THIRD. 

Scene I. 

Entcf Gaveston, mournirnj, and tJte Earl of 
Pembroke's men. 

Oav. treacherous Warwick ! thus to wroug thy 
friend. 

James. 1 see it is your life these arms pursue. 

Gav. Weaponless must I fall, and die in bauds ? 
Oh ! must this day be period of my. life ? 
Centre of all my bliss ! An ye be men, 
Speed to the king. 
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Enter Wabwice and his company. 

War, My lord of Pembroke's meu, 
Strive you no more — I will have that Gavestou. 

James. Your lordship doth dishonour to yourself, 
And wrong our lord, your honourable friend. 

War. No, James, it is my country's cause I follow. 
Go, take the villain ; soldiers, come away, 
"We'll make quick work. Commend me to your 

master, 
My friend, and tell him that I watched it well. 
Come, let thy shadow parley with King Edward. 

Oav. Treacherous earl, shall I not see the kin<jj ? 

JFar. The king of heaven, perhaps, no other king. 
Away I [Exeunt Warwick and his Men 

with GAvrsTON. 

James. Come, fellows, it booted not for us to strive. 
We will in haste go certify our lord. [Exeunt. 

SOEME II. 

Enter King Edward and Young Spencer, Baldock, 
and Nobles of the hinges side, with drums and fifes. 

Edw. I long to hear an answer from the barons. 
Touching my friend, my dearest GavestoD. 
Ah ! Spencer, not the riches of my realm 
Can ransom him ! ah, he is marked to die ! 
I know the malice of the younger Mortimer, 
AVarwick I know is rough, and Lancaster 
Inexorable, and I shall never see 
My lovely Pierce of Gaveston again ! 
The barons overbear me with their pride. I 

y, Spen. Were I King Edward, England's sovereign^ I 
Son to the lovely Eleanor ol ^^«i\^ > 
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Gre&t Eilivard Lougslisnka' insiio. would I baar 

Tlieae bravoB, this ta^p, and aulTer imcoBtrollod 

These barons thus to begird ma in my land, 

In mine own reaim! My lard, pardon my epeach. 

Did yoit retaiu yoar father's iniiDna.nimity, 

Did you regard tliB honour of your name, 

You would not auflbr thos your niBJesty 

Bocauntetbaft of yonr noMlity. 

Strike oIT their beads; and let them preocli on jiolei 

No doubt, such lessons t)iey will teacli the rest. 



Edw. Yea, gentle Spencer, we bavo been too mild, 
Too kind to tllem ; but now have drawn our aword, 
And if they send me not my Gaveston, 
We'll steel it on their crest, and poll tbeir tops. 

BaM. Tbis hanght resolve becomes your ni^esty 
Not to ba tied to their afTection, 
Aa though your highness were a saboolbny still, 
And must be awed and governed like a child. 



0. Spot, Lous live my aoTcrei{{ii, the noble Edwardi I 

In ptace triumphant, fortiinate in wars I , 

Mlia. Walcome, old man, eom'et thou in Edward's.! 



Drown liills anil targeleers. four hundred strong, 
Sworn to defend King EdwHid'a royal right, 
1 come in person t« your majeaty, 
S;iea«er, (Ive father it fi^h ^j^Qcer th«re. 
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Bound to your highness everlastingly, 
For favour done, in him, unto us alL 

£dw. Thy father, Spencer ? 

Y. Spen. True, an it like your grace. 
That pours, in lieu of all your goodness shown, 
His life, my lord, before your princely feet. 

JSdw. Welcome ten thousand times, old man, again. 
Spencer, this love, this kindness to thy king. 
Argues thy noble mind and disposition. 
Spencer, I here create thee Earl of Wiltshire, 
And daily will enrich thee with our favour, 
That, as the sunshine, shall reflect o'er thee. 
Besides, the more to manifest our love, 
{ Because we hear Lord Bruce doth sell his land, 
And that the Mortimers are in hand withal, 
Thou shalt have crowns of us t* outbid the barons ; 
And, Spencer, spare them not, [but] lay it on. 
Soldiers, a largess, and thrice welcome all ! 

V. Spen, My lord, here comes the queen. 



J 



Miter tJie Queen and her Son, and Levune, 
a Frenchman, 

\ Edw, Madam, what news ? 

I Queen, Kews of dishonour, lord, and discontent. 

! Our friend Levune, faithful and full of trust, 

I Informeth us, by letters and by words, 

I That Lord Valois our brother. King of France, 

I Because your highness hath been slack in homage, 

I Hath seized Normandy into his hands, 

. These be the letters, this the messenger. 

I Edw. Welcome, Levune. Tush, Sib, if this be all. 

j Valois and I will soon be friends again. 

But to my Gkiveston : shall I never see, { 

Never behold thee more ? Madam, in this matter i 
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Wb iviU employ yoa nnd your little son j 
Yoa shall go parlay with the Kinj; of Franca. 
Boy, sea you heiir joii braTely to tho king, 

Anil (Id your nieaaBge with a mnjogty, [ 

Pfhtcc. Commit not to my yonth things of n 
That lita a prince so young aa I to bear. 
And Tear not, lord and father, heaven's great h 



On Atlas' ghoalder shall not lie 



Than 






. Ah, boy I tiiis towaritues! 






la thy mother 



Thou art not marked to many days on earth. 
£'.lw. Miidnin, we will that you with speed be 
shipped, 
And tliis our son ; LQvnne shall follow you 
With all the haste ve caa ilespatch him hancs. 
Choose of our Inrda to bear yon Domjiany ; 
And go in peace, leave us in wars at home. 

©Keen, Unnalnral wars, where sllbjeeta brave tiicir 
king ; 
Cod cud thorn once. My lord, I take my leave, 
To make my preparation for Franco. 

[ExU tcil/i PaiNCB, 
A'nter Abuntkl. 
SitH. Wliat, Lord Aiiindel, dost thoo corns alouo t 
jlniTL Yea, my good lord, for Gavostoa is deml. 
E'iiB. Ah, traitors ! (laVB tliey put my friend W 
ileal h ? 
Tell me, Aruudsl, died he ere thou cam'at, 
Or ilidst thou see my friend to take his death t 

jftrun. Neither, my lord ; for as he was anrpriscJ, 
■Re^irt with weapons and with enemies round, 
I did your highness' message to them all ; 



Demanding him of them, entreating rather, 
And said, upon the honour of my name. 
That I would undertake to carry him 
Unto your highness, and to bring him back. 

Edw. And tell me, would the rebels deny me 
that ? 

T, Spen. Proud recreants ! 

Edw, Yea, Spencer, traitors all. 

Arun, I found them at first inexorable ; 
The Earl of Warwick would not bide the hearing, 
Mortimer hardly, Pembroke and Lancaster 
Spake least : and when they flatly had denied, 
Kefusing to receive me pledge for him, 
The Earl of Pembroke mildly thus bespake : 
** JA^j lords, because our sovereign sends for him, 
And promiseth he shall be safe returned, 
I will this undertake to have him hence, 
And see him re-delivered to your hands. *' 

Edw, Well, and how fortunes [it] that lie came 
not? 

T, Spen, Some treason, or some villainy was the 
cause. 

Arun, The Earl of Warwick seized him on his 
way; 
For being delivered unto Pembroke's men. 
Their lord rode h6me thinking his prisoner safe ; 
But ere he came, Warwick in ambush lay, 
And bare him to his death ; and in a trench 
Strake off his head, and marched unto the camp. 

Y, Spen. A bloody part, flatly 'gainst law of 
arms. 

Edw, Oh shall I speak, or shall I sigh and die ! 

Y, Spen, My lord, refer your vengeance to the sword 
UlK)n these barons ; hearten up your men ; 
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Let thom not unrevenged macder jout friends t 
AdTsncD JQUL' Htaiidard, Edward, in the Gsld, 
Anil marcli to Sre them from thair Btai'ting hol«a. 

[Edward knecli; i 
EdiB. By earth, tlie commoa mother ofus nil ' 
By hearen, and all ths moving oiba thereof I 
By tliia light hand I and by my father's aword I 
And bU tlie hoDoura 'longing to my crown I 
I will have heads, and lives for hlin, as many 
Aa I have manors, castles, towns, and towers. | 
'I'reac lie mils Warwick I traitorous Morlimot 1 
If I be Etiqland'a kin^, in lakes of gore 
Your heaillesa trunks, your budlea will I tmil, 



That you may drink your fill, and ounfT in hlooil, 
And stain my royal standard with tlic same, 
That 30 nay bloody ooloun may sangest 



imbraaoe of revenge inimortally 
On your accurst traitorous progeny. 
You villains, tbat have slain my Gavaston ! 
And in his place of honour and of trust, 
Spencer, sweet Spencer, I adopt thee hero : 
And merely of oar lova we do create thee 
Earl of Gloucester, and Lord C'hatnberlain, 
Despite of linii'A, despite of enemies. 

r. Spca. My lord, here's a nnaseiiger from tlio 
barona 
Desires access nnto your majesty. 
EUio. Admit him near. 
Mnt'.r the UmiAS.D/roni Che Barons, wilh hit coal of arms. 
Htf. Long live King Edward, England's lawful 



>*» mi^mmmm^mm-mai^'m 
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A ranker rout of rebels never was. 
Well, say thj' message. 

Her. The barons up in arms, by me salute 
Your highness with long life and nappiness ; 
And bid me say, as plainer to your grace, 
That if without effusion of blood. 
You will this grief have ease and remedy, 
That from your princely person you remove 
This Spencer, as a putrefying branch, 
That deads the royal vine, whose golden leaves 
Empale your princely head, your diadem. 
Whose brightness such pernicious upstarts dim, 
Say they ; and lovindy advise your grace, 
To cherish virtue and nobility. 
And have old servitors in high esteem, 
And shake off smooth dissembling flatterers : 
This granted, they, their honours, and their lives, 
A.re to your highness vowed and consecrate. 

I F. Spen. Ah, traitors I will they still display their 

( pride ? 

I Edw, Away, tarry no answer, but be gone ! 
bels, will they appoint their sovereign 
H&s sports, his pleasures, and his company ? 
Ye)t, ere thou go, see how I do divorce 

i [Embraces Spenoer. 

Snoaccr from me. — Now get thee to thy lords, 
i^h' tell them I will come to chastise tlicm 
F) imurthering Gaveston ; hie thee, get thee gone 1 
lijoidard with fire and sword follows at thy heels. 
M^prds, perceive you how these rebels swell ? 
So» 913, good hearts, defend your sovereign's right, 
Foinuow, even now, we march to make them stoop. 
AwLi I [Exeunt. Alarums, excursions, a gread 

to fig^i omd a retre<U.^0^u ..r* j 
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Spenceh, YoTm(» SpbkceEi J 



EdiB. Why cio WB Bounil retreat ) npon tham, lordtU 






ml tlieir ki 



I Thisilay 1 s)mlt \y 
On tlioae yirouil rtlirts thai 
Anil lid CDufroiit and couii 

r. Spai. Idoubtitiiol 

0. Si'en. 'Tis not amiss, 
Tn breatlie awhile ; our men, with swuat am! ijiiat 
All ctiukei] well near, b?i;i[i to laint for heat ; 
And this reliru n-rreslieth horse aud man. 

Y. Sjiin, Hvte como the rabida. 

Enter the Baboms, JIoetiubr, Lancastbe, Warwi 

T. Mot. Look, Lancaster, youdi 

Lis llatterera. 
Lan. And tliere let him he 
Till lie pay dearly Tor their company. 

War. And shall, or Warwick s sword ahall 

Edw. What, rebels, do foa. shrink and ' 

no, th J flatterers fat) 



a Edward 



T. Mor. No, Edward, r 

fly. 
L(tn. They'd best betia 

For they'll betray thee, trnifora as lh<>y are. 
T. Spen. Traiior oii thy Saee, rebplliona Ln. 
Pern. Away, hasa upstart, bratest thou nolj 
O. Spat. A noble attempt and honounbla ' 




Is it not, troiT ye, to usemble aid, 

AdiI levy itius aj^inst roar UvTuI king 1 

J^dw, For wliith ere lunj; ttirir lieaiis shall BBtisfy, 
To appease tlie wrath of ihcir olfuijiled kiiij;. 

y. ilor. Then, Edward, tlioii will tiglit it to the laat, 
And iBtller buClie tliy avord in subjecia' blood, 
TliaD baniali CLuE pi:ruiL'iuua comjiaiiy ! 

£dv!. Aye, tmitant, all, rutljar tlian thus be bi'ared, 
Hake Enx'inii'a utvil towns Imge licapa (iratouei, 
And )dou};lis to ro about our palace-gutea. 

War. A dnpctate and unuatiuul resulutioa I 
Akrum I— to tlie fight 1 
St. Georf^ Tor England, and the barona' right 

Edw. St. Geor^ Sot England, and King Edward's 
right- lAlanims. Exeunt, 

J t-mkr Edwabd and hit foUowtr*, vMK tKe Baronh 

' and EsMT caplivci. 

( JFdvr, Now, Inaty lords, now, not by chance of war, 
Cnt jaatice of the qnturel and the cense, 
Vailed is yonr pride ; methinka you liaoj; the heads, 



11 adva 



thci 



ongtd oD you for all your braves, 
nd for the murder of my dearest friend, 
whom right veil yon knew oar anul vaa knit, 



d Tie 



e of Gav 



1 A'enl. Broth 
B)iiJ they reUio 
^EdM. So, Bi 






iway. 



of thy land, 

e that flatlBrer from thy tliroiie. 
:, yon have sijuke ; away, avoid our 
o». pruBrnco I {Exit Kbmi. 

Foi-ofsid wretches, waa't in regard of oa, 
Aivieu we bad sent our mesacnj^er to reijueat 
might be apired to catce to speak with n«. 
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And Pembroke Qndertook for h{s return, 
T)iat than, |iraud Warwick, watched the priaoner, 
Poor Pierce, and lieaderi him 'painat law of anna ; 
For which thy heml shall overlook the rest, 
As miicli aa thou in rage ontwent'at tho rest. 

If nr. Tynint, I scorn ttij threats arid menaces, 
It ia but tempoial that thou canst inflirt. 

L/in. The worst U death, and horter die to lire 
Than live in infamy uniler auch a king- 

Edw. An-oy with them, my lord of Winohasler ! 
Thpae luaty leaders, Warwick and Lancaster, 
I chargfl yon roundly— oiT with both their headi ; 

IVar. Farewell, vain world I ^^ 

Lan. Sweet Mortimer, faremoll I ^"'^^^^^^ 
Y. Mor. England, unkind to thy nohility, 
Gronn for this grief, behold bow thou nrt mnimed ! 
Edm. Go, take that haughty Moilimcr to I 
Tower, 



¥. ilm; What, Mortimer I can ragged stony wal i 
Itnmure thy virtue that aspires to heavvu t 
No, Kdwaril, England's ecoiirf^e, it may not bo, ) 
Mottimer'a hope sunnonnts his fortune far, 

[The captive BArroNa ore fc,t HF- 
Edv). Sound drums «nd trumpets I Uarch wit n<- 
my friends, j ^ 

Edward thja day hath crowned him king anew, 

l£xcant all except Young Spbnobr, Lb jbi 
and BiLDOCK. „j,, 

T. S/iff. LeTune, the trust that we repose in|_.gl]ee 
Hogeta the qoiel of King Edward's land. j^, 



ttSTT^.^T J-"- ■-■.•-• -- - ■ ; -^^ 
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Therefore begone in baste, and with advice 

Bestow that treasure on the lords of France, 

That, therewith all enchanted, like the guard 

That suffered Jove to pass in showers of gold 

To Danae, all aid may be denied 

To Isabel, the queen, that now in France 

Makes friends, to cross the seas with her young son, 

And step into his father's regiment. 

Lemne, That's it these barons and the subtle queen 
Long levelled at. 

BaL Yea, but, Levune, thou seest. 
These barons lay their heads on blocks together ; 
What they intend, the hangman frustrates clean. 

Levune, Have you no doubt, my lords, I'll clap so 
close 
Among the lords of France with England's gold, 
That Isabel shall make her plaints in vain. 
And France shall be obdurate with her tears. 

Y. Spen, Then make for France amain — Levune, 
\ away I 

Proclaim King Edward's wars and victories. 
^ [Exeunt omnes. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

\ Scene I. 



I I Enter Kent, 

I K&nt, Fair blows the wind for France ; blow, gentle 

j gale, 

! Till Edmund be arrived for England's good 1 

I Nature, yield to my country's cause in this. 

; A brother ? no, a butcher of thy friends 1 \ 

j Proud Edward, dost thou Vanish me thy nteaaw<iA\ \ 

I But I'll to Francei and cVi^et \Xi^ \j\Q\i^<fe«. ^n^v^viw^ 



>*■•■« 
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And eertifv wTiit Eilward's 1ooa«nesB a, 
Uniiatunl king I to s1iiu);litcr noble mea 
And cheriah lUtterers I Mortimer. I stay 
Thf sweet esnaiie ; stand gracioaB, gloomy night, to 
hia device. 

Enter Young MoaniiEs, diignmd, 

T, Mtn: Hallos 1 who walketh thera I 
la't yon. my Inrdt 

KtnL Mortimer, 'tii I ; 
But hath thy potion wrouglit ao happily I 

T. Mar. ItWti, my lord ; the wardBTl^H a^^Bep, 
I thank ihom, gate idb loave to pfts 
But hath yonr grace got Bhippiug u 

Kent. Fear it cot. 



SCENS 11. 
Enter Ou Qcbbn and htr Si 



I 

1 



Qmm. Ah, boy 1 our friends do fail na all /In 
France ; I 

The lords ars cruel, and the king unkind ; 1 

What shall we do I I 

Prhux. Madam, retum to England, / 

And please my rather well, and then a fig 
For all my uncle's friendship here in Franca. 
I warrant yon, I'll win his highness quickly ; / 
He lovea me better than a thouuiid Spencen. ) 

Quffn. Ah, buy t thou art dai^eired, at least iofth 
To think that we can yet be tunod lofiether; 
No no. we jar too far. Unkind ValoU I ' 

Unhappy Isabel ! whtn Frnnco ryectB, 
Wlulher, oh I whith«r dost thou bend thy )tep« '1 



L 
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Enter Sir John of Henaijlt. 

tSir J, Madam, what cheer ? 

Queen. Ah ! good Sir John of Henanlti 
Never so cheerless, nor so far distrest. 

Sir J. I hear, sweet lady, of the king's tinkindness ; 
But droop not, madam, noble minds coiitenin 
Despair : will your grace with me to Henault, 
And there stay t^ime's advantage with your son? 
How say you, my lord, will you go with your friends, 
And shake olf all our fortunes equally ? 

Prince. So pleaseth the queen, my mother, me it 
likes : 
The king of England, nor the court of France, 
Shall have me from my gracious mother's side. 
Till I be strong enough to break a staff; 
And then have at the proudest Spencer's head i 

Sir J, Well said, my lord. 

Qtteen. Oh, my sweet heart, bow do I moan thy 
wrongs, 
Yet triumph in the hope of thee, my joy 1 
Ah, sweet Sir John I even to the utmost verge 
Of Europe, or the shore of Tanais, 
We will with thee to Henault — so we will : 
The marquis is a noble gentleman ; 
His grace, I dare presume, will welcome me. 
But who are these ? 

Enter Kent and Tonng Mobtimbb. 

Kent Madam, long may you live. 
Much happier than your friends in England do ! 

Queen. Lord Edmund and Lord Mortimer alive ! 
Welcome to France 1 the news was here, my lord 
That you were dead, or very near your dea.^, X 
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Y. Mor. Lady, tha last was truest of the twain ; 
But Mortimiir, rescrred lor better liap, 
Uath ehukva ofT tlie thmlrloni of the Tower, 
Awl lives t' idvincti your atBniia.rd, ^ood 017 lord. 

Prlaioe. How mean yoit an tbe king, my fitlier. 

No, my Lord Mottimer, uot I, I tfow. 

Queen. Not, boh ; wb; uot ! 1 would it vera no 

Bat^ ganlle lords, frieiidloss we are in France. 

Y. Mor. Monsieur le Grand, a noblo fiUud of youin. 
Told as, at our arrival, all tlie [lewa ; 
How bard tlie noblea, how unkiud tlie hinj; 
Hitb showed himsBlf ; but, luadam, right mskus room 
Where wea[ions wont! and, tliough so many friends 
Are made away, aa Warwick, Lancaster, 
And ottiera of our part and faclion ; 
Yet have wa frienda, aaaure jour ^race, in England 
Would cast up caps, and clap their hands for joy, 
Tow ■■ - - . . - 

claimed. 
Far Enelanii's honour, peace, and quietness. 

Y. Mor, But by the stvoid, my lord, 't mast be 

deserved ; 
The king will ne'er forsake his flattotoia. 

Sir J. My lords of England, ailh th' uugeutle kings 
Of Fmnca rafttaeth to give aid of anus 
To tills dislre»i6d qneen liis stater ticre, 
Go you with ber to Hcnanlt ; douU ye not. 
We will liud comfort, money, men, aud friends 
Ere long, to bid tba Eu)ilisli kin 



k King Edward will outrun 
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Qv^n, Nay, son, not so; and yon must not dis- 
courage 
Your friends, that are so forward in your aid. 

Kent, Sir John of Renault, pardon us, I pray ; . 
These comforts that you give our woful queen 
Bind us in kindness all at your command. 

Queen, Yea, gentle brother ; and the God of heaven 
Prosper your happy motion, good Sir John. 

Y, Mor. This noble gentleman, forward in arms, 
Was born, I see, to be our anchor-hold. 
Sir John of Renault, be it thy renown. 
That England's queen, and nobles in distress, 
Rave been by thee restored and comforted. 

Sir J. Madam, along, and you my lord, with me, 
That England's peers may Renault's welcome see. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. 

Ikter the King, Arundel, the two Spencers, 

wUh others, 

Edw, Thus after may threats of wrathful war, 
Triumphcth England's Edward with his friends ; 
And triumph, Edward, with friends uncontrolled ! 
My lord of Gloucester, do you hear the news f 

T. Spen, What news, my lord ? 

Edw. Why man, they say there is great execution 
Done through the realm ; my lord of Arundel, 
You have the note, have you not ? 

Aran. From the lieutenant of the Tower, my lord. 

Edw, I pray let us see it. What have we there ? 
Read it, Spencer. [Spencer reads their 7ianies. 

Why 80 ; they barked apace a month ago : \ 

Now, on my life, they'll i«\\\ifet \>«JtV XLOt \Jv\a. > 
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Kow, nirs, the news frnm Frani* 1 ClnacBsfcr, 1 trow, 
The lor.19 of Fmrice love EuKUti.rs Bold lo ■■ell, 
Ah Isabirlla gels no ai<) from thcocs. 
Wliat now remains ; have jnn proqUimed, my lord, 
Baward for thein can Viriiyg in Mortimer t 

T. Sikh. Mj lord, we have ; and if he be iii 
Engla-.id, 
He will he had ere long, I donbt il not. 

EiiiB. ir, dost tliou any T Sj'encer, aa trae u deftth, 
Ue ia in Englanil's gronnd ; our portmaHtera 
Are not bo caielesa of their king's commiknd. 

Enter a'hlVAf.Y.sa&B.. 
Hdw now, what new9 with thee ) from whence comes 
these! 

JlTu. Letters, 1117 lord, and tidings forth of Frsncia, 
To xou, my lord of Glaacester, from Lorune, 

Kda. l!«ad, 

[Spbncik readi tha iafler,] 
" i[y duly to your lionoiir premised, itc. 1 have, 
. ceeordmg to irtalnidians in iJial behalf, dealt teith f/is 
King ef France hU lorda, and efficUd, that t,W quwn, all 
1 di*amlailed and diicoit\farttd, i* i/oae. trhilktr, Vyoit 
)ut, tuith Sir John of Hena^ti, brolhtr to the marfuia, 
into Flandert : aiih than art gone Lard Sdmvnd, and 
the Lord Mortimrr, hnving in their camjiany dieen of 
your nation, nnrf olliera ; and, as wmstaiii report gotth, 
IJiet/ ii-lend to 171W JTing Edward brcllU in Engln,nd, sooner 
t/ion Ab cob look far them : tli'a in all Iht new* ef import;, J 
" taar honour's in all Krvict, LEvirsjfcjhr'^ 
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And will Sir John of HBnanlt leaii the ronnd I 
Velcoiiie, ■ GoJ'a name. nindHn), and your soa ; 
EnplBuJ shall wtlrome yon anil all your rout. 
Gsllon ajwce, bripht Phifibin, throilgli the sky. 
And ansty niclit, in twAj iron car, 
"Belveen you both sliorten the time, I pray, 
Thai I luBf gee that most ilenirid liay, 
When we idbj meet these traitors in the Seld. 
Ah, nothine griBvee me, biil my lillle hoy 
Ib thui miRlnd to cnnntpnant^e their ilta. 
Come, frirttdn, to KHntow, there to make ub strong i 
And, wiDd.i, 19 e<[ual be to brini{ them id, 
L« you injarioUB ware to bear thorn forth 1 \Eieunt. 



Quern. Now, lords, our losing &ienda and country- 

Welcome to England all ; with prosperous winds, 

Oar kindest frieuds in Belgis have we left, 

To cope with friends at home ; a heavy case 

"Wben force to force is knit, and eword and glaive 

In civil broila make kin and countrymen 

Slaughter tharaselves in others, and thoir sides 

With their own weapons i^re I Rut what's the help! I 

Uiagorernei) kin);9 are caune of all this wreck ; 

And, Edwanl, thou art onu among tliem ell, 

'Whose tooseneas hath betrnyeil thy lanil 1o spoil. 

Who made the channel overllow with blood 

Of thine own people ; patron aboal Jst thou h«, 

But IhoB 
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Y. Mui: Way, rniKlfini, if jna be a wnrriov, 
Ye must not grow so pasaioimte in speechsB. 
Lords, eith we are, bj euiTeraiice of liexren, 
Arrived, and armiil in this prince's riglit. 
Hero for onr country's causa swear we to him 
All homace, fealty, and farworrlness j 
And for the oppn wrongs and injuries 
EdKaril batli done to ua, his ijiieen, and land. 
We come in anus to vrealc it with the sword ; 
That England's queen in paara may rarnssesa 
Her digQitiflB and houonra : am! withal 
We may reuioio thoae flatterers (roin the king, 
Tliat havoc England's wealth and treasury. 

Sir J. Sound trumpets, my lord, and forward let u 

Edward will think we come to flatter hini. 
KeM. I would lie never had bean flattered more 1 

\_Extant. 

Scene V. 



¥. SjKJi. Fly, fly, my lord 1 the queen is over- 
strong ; 
Uer friends do moltiiily, end yolira do fail, 
Shape we our course to Ireland, there (o breathe, 

£dia. What I was I bom to By and run away, 
And leave the Murtimera conquerors behind ) 
Give ina my horse, let's reinrorca onr troops : 
And in this bed of honour die with fame. 

Bald. no, my lord, thin princely resolotiuu 
Jit* not tlie time; away, wo are pursued. [iitw/if. 



f 
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I 



1 



{ As to your wisdoms fittest seems in all. 



Enter Kent aUme, with his sword and target. 

Kent. This way he fled, but I am come too late. 
Edward, alas ! my heart relents for thee. 
Proud traitor, Mortimer, why dost thou chase 
Thy lawful king, thy sovereign, with thy sword ? 
Vile wretch ! and why hast thou, of all unkind, 
Borne arms against thy brother and thv king ? 
Rain showers of vengeance on thy cursed head. 
Thou God, to whom in justice it belongs 
To panish this unnatural revolt ! 
Edward, this Mortimer aims at thy life : 
fly him then I but Edmund, calm this rage. 
Dissemble, or thou dicst ; for Mortimer 
. And Isabel do kiss, while they conspire : \ 

\ And yet she bears a face of love forsooth. i 

Fie on that love that hatchcth death and hate 1 \ 

Edmund, away ; Bristow to Longshanks' blood 
Is false ; be not found single for suspect : 
Proud Mortimer pries near into thy walks. 



t 



1 



Enter the Queen, Mortimer, ths Young Prince, and 
Sir John of Renault. 

Queen, Successful battle gives the God of kings 
To them that fight in right, and fear his wrath. 
Since then successfully we have prevailed, 
Thanked be heaven's great architect, and you. 
Ere farther we proceed, my noble lords, 
We here create our well- beloved son. 
Of love and care unto his royal person, 
Ijord War-den of the realm, and sith the fates 
Have made his father so infortunate, j 

Deal you, my lords, in this, my loving lords, 
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Kent. Madam, without offence, if 1 may as] 
How will you deal with Edward in his fall 1 

Prince. Tell oie, good uncle, what EdwarJ do y 

SenL Ne[>bew, yoac father ; I daro u 
king. 

ifoT. iiy lord of Keat, what noeda these queatiai 
"Tib not in hap contrnliiient, nor in ours, 
But aa the realm and [Hirliaiiient nhall jileaati 
So shall yoar brother ba disjws^d of. 
1 like not this relentiug mooil Ju Edtimnd. 
Madam, 'tis good to look to him betimes. 

[Jiide to ih/i Qdi 

Qveai, ily lord, the Usjvr of Briatow knows aai 

T. Not. Yea, uiulam, and thej 'scapa not easily 
That fled the field. 

Quetn. Baldor-k is with the kin^. 
A goodly chancellor is lie not, my lord t 

Sir J: B - ■'- " - -' '-■■- 






: father and 1 



Ktat Thia £dward b the rain of the realm. 



BiM. Ood aaTB qneen laabel, and hor 

Madam, the mayor and citizena of TSristow, 
In sign of love and duty to lliia presence, 
Presi'iil by mo ihia traitor to the suie. 
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Queen, "We thank you all. 
Y, Mot, Your loving care in this 
Deserveth princely favours and rewards. 
But where's the king and the other Spencer fled f 
: Rxct, Spencer the son, created Earl of Gloucester, i 

\ Is with that smooth-tongued scholar Baldock gone, 

I And shippe<l but late for Ireland with the king. \ 

j y. Mot. Some whirlwind fetch them back or sink \ 

I them all 1 [Aside. <, 

I They shall be started thence, I doubt it not. \ 

I Prince, Shall I not see the king my father yet f j 

Kent, Unhappy Edward, chased from England's 
bounds. f 



Sir J, Madam, what resteth, why stand you in a | 

muse ? I 

Queen. I rue my lord's ill-fortune ; but alas ! | 

Care of my country called me to this war. j 

y, Mor, Madam, have done with care and sad j 

complaint ; j 

Your king hath wronged your country and himself, j 

And we must seek to right it as we may. 

Meanwhile, have hence this rebel to the block. 

0, Spen, Rebel is he that fights against the 
prince ; 
So fought not they that fought in Edward's right. 
Y, Mot. Take him away, he prates ; you. Rice ap 
Howell, 
Shall do good service to her majesty, 
Being of countenance in your country here, 
To follow these rebellious runagates. 
We in meanwhile, madam, must take advice, 
How Baldock, Spencer, and their complices, 
May in their fall be followed to their end. 

[Eaoefunt omnes. 



fc -i n 



Albat. Havo yoii no doubt, my lord ; hari 

Aa silent and as careful ito will ha, 
To keep your royiil person safe witli oa, 
Free frnm aimpect, and Tell invasion 
or bucli as hsvo your majesty \a chase, 
Yonraelr, sod those your chosen company, 
As danger of tliia stormy time reqnires. 

EdrB. Father, thy Taca shonld harboar no d 
I liailat thou ever boon a king-, thy heart, 
Pierced deeply with a sense of my distress, 
Coald not tiut take compassion of my stata. 
Stately and proud, in riches and in train, 
Wliilom I waa, powerful, and full of pomp : 
But -what is tie whom rule and empcry 
Hare not in life or death made miserable t 
Come Spencer, Balilnck cnme, sit down by m 
Mako trial now of thy philoso])hy. 
That in our famous nurseries of arts 
Thou sack'dst froni Plato and fiom Aristotle, 
Fiilher, this life contemplative is hearen. 
tlliit I nii;;lLt this lite in quiet luad I 
But we, alas I are chased ; ami you, my frleii 



Do you betray ua and our ooniiiany. 

Monk. Your grace may ait secure, if none 
Do wot of your abode. 

K. Spen. Not one alive, but shrewdly I si 
A filnomv fellow in a mead below. 
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He gave a long look after us, my lord, 
And all the land I know is up in arras, 
Arms that pursue our lives with deadly hate. 

Bald, We were embarked for Ireland, wretched we ! 
With awkward winds and sore tempests driven 
To fall on shore, and here to pine in fear 
Of Mortimer and his confederates. 

Edw, Mortimer ! who talks of Mortimer ? 
Who wounds me with the name of Mortimer ? 
That bloody man ! Good father, on thy lap 
Lay I this head, laden with niickle care. 
O might I never ope these eyes again ! 
Never again lift up this drooping head I 

never more lift up this dying lieart ! 
Y, Spen, Look up, my lord. — Baldock, this drowsi- 
ness 

f Betides no good ; even here we are betrayed. 

} 

Enter, with Welsh hooJes^ Rice ap Howell, a Mower, 
and tlie Earl of Leicester. 

Mow. Upon my life, these be the men ye seek. 

liice. Fellow, enough. My lord, I pray be short, 
A fair commission warrants what we do. 

Leices. The queen's commission, urged by Mortimer : 
What cannot gallant Mortitner with the queen ? 
Alas ! see where he sits, and hopes unseen 
To escape their hands that seek to reave his life. 
Too true it is, quern dies vidit veniens suptrbum, 
Nunc dies vidii fujiens jacentem. 
But, Leicester, leave to grow so passionate. 
Spencer and Baldock, by no other names, 

1 do arrest you of high treason here. >^ 
Stand not on titles, but obey tl\^ 9itt^?\., X 
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'Tis in the natno of Ifabpl tlio qucEB. 
My lord, why droop j-ou tliiis! 

Ed-io. <hy, the last af all mj hlifa on esrCli 1 
Centre of all niisrortiiDe I my stars, 
Why do jou loni unkinillv on a. king! 
Comes Leicpster then i a laabelta's aama. 
To take my life, my comjiary frnm mo I 
H^re, man, np uji this panting breast of miu?, H 

And take uiy heart in ruscue of my friends. ^M 

Siee. Awny with them I H 

V. Spm. It may become thee yet, H 

To let na take our farewell of his graca. W 

Abbot, My heart witli pity yearng to see this 

Bigllt, 

A king to boor these words nnd proud commands. 
Edw. 8|ieiieer, sweet Spencer, thus then oiost we 

T. Sjien. We must, my lord, so will the angry 

Edv), Ka}', £0 will hdl and ciuel Mortimer ; 
The Rentle heavens have not (o do in tbia. 

Bald. My lord, it is in vain to grieve or etorm 
Hers linmbly of your grace ws lake oar leuvoa ; 
Our lota are cast, I fear me, so ia tliine. 

Edia. In heaven we may, in earth ne'er shall we 

And, Leicealiir, say, what shall beenme of nsl 
Lekea. Your umjcsty must go to KJlliiigwortli 
Edw. Must I it IB somevrliat hard, when kings must 

Leicca. Hei-e is a litter I'rorly for your firnce. 
That Walts your pleasure, and the <lay criiWa old. 
ii'iee. As good be gone, as slay and he bentghtnd. 
Edie, A Utter hast thou I lay ma on a li««n«, 
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And to the ^tes of hell convey me hence ; 

Let Pluto's bells ring out my fatal knell, 

And ha<(s howl for my death at Charon's shore, 

For friend hath [haples'^] Edward none, but these,; 

And these must die under a tyrant's sword. 

Rice. My lord, be going ; care not for these, 
For we shall see them shorter by the heads. 

Edw. Well, that shall be, shall be : part we must 1 
Sweet Spencer, gentle Baldock, part me must I 
Hence feigned weeds ! unfeignM are my woes : 

[Casts off his disguise. 
Father, farewell ! Leicester, thou stay'st for me. 
And go I must. Life, lurewell, with my friends. 

[Exeunt Edward and Leicester. 

Y, Spcn. Oh, is he gone ! is noble Edward gone ! 
Parted from hence ? never to see us more ? 
Rent, sphere of heaven ! and, fire, forsake thy orb I 
Earth, melt to air ! gone is my sovereign, 
Gone, gone, alas ! never to make return. 

Bafd. Spencer, I see our souls are fleeting hence ; 
"We are deprived the sunshine of our life : 
Make for a new life, man ; throw up thy eyes. 
And heart and hands to heaven's immortal throne ; 
Pay nature's debt with cheerful countenance ; 
Reduce we all our lessons unto this. 
To die, sweet Spencer, therefore live we all ; 
Spencer, all live to die, and rise to fall. 

Rice. Come, come, keep these preachments till you 
come to the place appointed. 
You, and such as you are, have made wise work in 
England ; will your lordships away ? 

Mow, Your lordship I trust will remember me ? 

Rice, Remember thee, fellow ! what else 1 FqU.<s^ 
me to the town. VEa«vxp«x. 



'^''v^^nvMffBianfiMqMMnH 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



£Bi«M. Bb patient, good my iDrd, ceaae lo lament ; 
Imai^nB Killingo-orth Castle were yonr court, 
And. that yoa lay for pleasure hern a npace, 
Not or coiiijiulaiou or nsciMsity. 

Jidia. Jjticeater, if guiitla words might comfort lue, 
Thy 3)ieEuliHa long ago )iaJ eaaeJ mj BorroiTS, 
For kind and loTlng liaat thou always boun. 
Tl.« g.iBfs uf [.riMta m«n are soon allay'd ; 
But not III kiu*rs. The foreat deur, liuin^ Ktruck, 
Ruus ta aa horb that closoih up Ihe veunds : 
But H'lieu tlie iiii[>eiial lion's Hexli ia gorud. 
Hv rends and te;in it with his wratlilut |iaw. 
And liiglily seoriiinjt that llie lowly earth 
Should drink hia Mood, mounts u)! tu the air : 
And so it lar^a with me, whose dauntless niinJ 
The ambitious Uortinier would sctk to cuih, 
Aod that unnatural ijneen, I'ahe linibc}, 
That thus hath ]ient and niew'd lue iu a prison ; 
For Bucli outrngeoua iiasaioua cloy niy soul, 
Aa with the iTiu;;s of mnconr and disdain 
Full olten am I soarin" up to beawn, 
To plain ine to the gods against them both. 
Bui when 1 fall to mind 1 am a king, 
llethinka I should revcuM me of my wrongi, 
That Mortimer and Isaliul have done. 
But wliat are kings, when regiment is gone, 
But pBrlQct shadows in a sunshine day I 
My floblaa rnla ; 1 luar the noJiM of long ; 
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I wear the crown ; but am controlled by them, 
By Mortimer, and my uuconstant queen, 
Who spots my nuptial bed with infamy ; 
Whilst I am lodged within this cave of care. 
Where sorrow at my elbow still attends, 
To company my heart with ^ad laments. 
That bleeds within me for this strange exchange. 
But tell me, must I now resign my crown. 
To make usurping Mortimer a king ? 

Winch, Your grace mistakes ; it is for England's 
good, 
And princely Edward's right, we crave the crown. 

Edw. No, 'tis for Mortimer, not Edward's head ; 
For he's a lamb, encompassed by wolves. 
Which in a moment will abridge his life. 
But, if proud Mortimer do wear this crown, 
Heaven turn it to a blaze of quenchless fire 
Or, like the snaky wreath of Tisiphon, 
Engirt the temples of his hateful head ! 
So shall not England's vine be perishM, 
But Edward's name survive, though Edward dies. 

Leices. My lord, why waste you thus the time 
away? 
They stay your answer : will you yield your crown ? 

Edw, Ah, Leicester, weigh how hardly I can brook 
To lose my crown and kingdom without cause ; 
To give ambitious Mortimer my right, 
That, like a mountain, overwhelms my bliss ; 
In which extreme my mind here murthered is t 
But that the heavens appoint I must obey. — 
Here, tdce my crown ; the life of Edward too : 

[Taking off the crown. 
Two kings in England cannot reign at once. 
But stay awhile : let me be king till night, 



Tliat I maj gaze ajjuti this );litCering crown ; 

So &1inl] my eyOB rEEBiva their last contecl, 

My head, the Inlest honour ijiis lo it. 

And jointly both yield up thoir nialiM Tight. 

Conttnua ever, tbou culestial sun ; 

Let never silent ui^ht pOBSoss tliU clime ; 

Stand Blill, you watches of the element ; 

All times aui! seasons, rest you at a stay. 

That Eiln-ant mny be still fair En;;lnnda king J 

But diiy'a bri^^ht heam doth TBoisli fast avray, 

Aod [icsJs I mn^t rQsii;ii my winhM crowo. 

Why gapfl yon for yonr sovereign's overthrow I 

My ilimieni, I menu, and guiltless lifd. 

See, monstera, see 1 I'll wear my erown again. 

[lie pull en Ous arowiu 
Wliat, fear you not tho fnry of your iiiiig I — 
Bat, iaplftas Edn'nrd, thou art fondly leil ; 
They pass not for thy froivna as late they did, 
But seek to make a new-elected king ; 
Which fills my mind nith ati'auga deapairlng thonghta. 
Which thoughts are martyriil with eoillesa toriueuta ; 
Aud ia this tonneiit comfort flud I none, 
l!ut that I feel the crown upon my head ; 
And therefore let me wear it yet awhile. [news ; 

Trtis. My lord, tlia parliament nuat hare present 
And therofoie say, nil! yon resign or not 

[ T!ie EiNo ragclh. 

Edw. I'll not resign, not wliilst I live 1 
Traitors, be gone ! join you with Mortim 
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XtiMf. Call thee 



I, iDjr lori!, tnd speak tlieuy 



For, if lUcy go, tlie frince Elmll loea liis right 
Eda. Call tiioa tliem back ; I havo no pover t 

XficcK &Iy lord, the king is n-itling to resign. 

IFiiifA. It he 1)0 not, !et liiin choose. 

iLdu. 0, would I alight I but heavens and earth J 
eonnpire 
To make me mieerable. Here, receive my crav 
Biceeive it t No, these innocent hands of mins 
Shall not be gailtj of bo foul a muio : 
He of ynn all that most dosirea my binod, 
And will bo called the mmtherer ofa king, 
Take it. What, are yon mov'd I pity you me I 
Tben send for unrelenting ilortimer. 
And Isabel, irhoae eyes being tnru'd to stool 
Will Booaer sparkle fire than shed a tear. 
Yet stay ; for, mther than I'll look on them, 
Here, bore 1 [Oines (Ai ctdicti.]— Now, sweet God of 

beaven. 
Make me despise this transitory pomp. 
And sit for ever onthronized in hcavfiu 1 
Come, death, and with thy fingers close my eyes. 
Or, it I live, let me forget myiolf I 

WimA. My lord. 

Edm. Call me not lord : away — out of my sight ; 
Ah, pnnlon me : grief makes me lunntic I 
Let not that Mortimer protect my son ; 
More safety is there in a tisar'a iairs 
Than hia crobracenients — bear tliis to the <jaeen, 
Wet with my teara, and dried again with Eighs ; 
A \Oivta a kaiuikerchiff. 

mjB with the aight thereof she be not moved, 




I 



Return it back, and dip it in my blood. 
Commend me to my son, and bid him rule 
Better tlian I. Yet how have I transgrest, 
Unless it be with too much clemency I 

Trtis. And thus most humbly do we take our leave. 

[Exeuivt Bishop and Attendants. 

Edw. Farewell; I know the next news that they 
bring 
Will be my death : and welcome shall it be ; 
To wretched men, death is felicity. 

EnUr Berkeley, who gives a paper to Leioester. 

Leicea. Another post ! what news brings he ? 
Edw. Such news as 1 exf)ect — come, Berkeley, come, 
And tell thy message to my naked breast. 

Berk. My lord, think not a thought so villainous 
Can harbour in a man of noble birth. 
To do your highness service and devoir, 
J And save you from your foes, Berkeley would die. 

Leicea. My lord, the council of the queen commands 
That I resign my charge. 
Edw. And who must keep me now ? Must you, my 

lord? 
Berk, Aye, my most gracious lord — so 'tis decreed. 
Ed\o, [taking the paper]. By Mortimer, whos«. 
name is written here ! 
Well may I rent his name that rends my heart. 

[Tears it. 
This poor revenge hath something eased my mind. 
So may his limbs be torn, as is this paper ! 
Hear me, immortal Jove, and grant it too 1 
Berk. Your grace must hence with me to Berkeley 
straight. 



i 
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Edw. Width er you will, all places are alike, 
And every earth is lit for burial. 
Ltkea. Favour him, my loid, as mucli as lieth in 

yon. 
Berh. Even so betide my soul as I use him. 
Edw, Mine enemy hath pitied my estate, 
And that's the cause that I am now removed. 
Berk. And thinks your grace that Berkeley will be 

cruel t 
Edw, I know not ; but of this am I assured, 
That death ends all, and I can die but once. 
Leicester, farewell 1 
Leices, Not yet, my lord ; I'll bear you on your way. 

[ExeurU omnes. 

Scene II. 
Enter Moetimer and Queen Isabel. 

F. Mor. Fair Isabel, now have we our desire, 
The proud corrupters of the light-brained king 
Have done their homage to the lofty gallows, 
And he himself lies in captivity. 
Be ruled by me, and we will rule the realm. 
In any case take heed of childish fear. 
For now we hold an old wolf by the ears. 
That if he slip will seize upon us both. 
And gripe the sorer, being gript himself. 
Think therefore, madam, it imports us much 
To erect your son with all the speed we may. 
And that I be protector over him ; 
For our behoof, 'twill bear the greater sway 
Whenas a king's name shall be under writ. 

Queen. Sweet Mortimer, the life of Isabel, 
Be thou persuaded that I love thee well, 
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And tlierefora, so tlie piince my son be Bafsj 
Wliolil I esteem aa dear as titcsu mine ayes, 
CondiKla ASfiXrui Lis tatlirr whut tlioa wilt. 
And I mvsolf will iTillingly subscribe. 

r. Mur. Fiiat would 1 bear nevi [thab] ba wen 
dupoaed, 
And tlien let me aloue to handle liim. 

Ealer Messenqer. 

Letters 1 fi'om wlienee t 

Meea. From Killiogvrorlh, my lorf. 

Queen. How Tares my lord tlie kiiiyt 

Mesa. Ill licaltb, madam, but full al pensirBneBa. 

Quetn. Aloa, poor aoul, ironld I could ease liisgrieTS 

^ifer WnfOHESTEn wifA. fAe (7n)uin. 

Thanka, Ren tlo Winchester, [roiAeifeMsnSBj-,] Sirrah,^ 

he f!ODe. [ExU S!o«a^ig», 

Winch. The king batb willingly resisiie J bis crown. 

Queea. Ob happy news ! send for the prince, m; 



Wuich. Fuitber, t 



I sealed, LunI Barkeli-y 



ii! laid a plot 
To set his brother froB ; no mora hut ao, 
Tba lord of Berkeley is as pitiful 
Ab Lc^icaster that had cbarge of him before. 
Queen. Then let some other be hia guardian. 
Y, Mar. Let me alone, here ia the privy aeal. 
Wbo'a tliere I— call hither Gurnoy and Matrevia. 
To daflh the heayj-headed Edmund's drift, 
Berkeley Bba.ll ba discliargod, ihe t«i£ vemoved, 
And none bat we ahall Vnow ■«\\ete\ie\\5Sti. 
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i Qtuen, But, Mortimer, as long as he survives, 

* What safety rests for us, or for uiy son ? 

{ Y, Mor. Speak, shall he presently be despatched 



and die. 
Qtieen, I would he were, so*t were not by my means. 

Enter Matbevis and Gurnet. 



F. Mor. Enough ; Matrevis, write a letter presently 
Unto the lord of Berkeley from ourself 
That he rcsijin the king to tijee and Gumey ; 
And when 'tis done, we will subscribe our name. 
2fat. It shall be done, my lord. 
V. Mor. Gumey. 
< Gttr. My lord. 

« y. Mor. As thou intend'st to rise by Mortimer, 

I Who now makes Fortune's wheel turn as he please, 

, Seek all the means thou can to make him droop, 

« And neither give him kind word nor good look. 

{ Gur. I warrant you, my lord. 

i Y, Mor, And this above the rest, because we hoar 

I That £dmund casts to work his liberty, 

{ Remove him still from place to place by night, 

' Till at the last he come to Killingworth, 

I And then from thence to Berkeley back again. 

I And by the way, to make him fret the more, 

; Speak curstly to him ; and in any case 

* Let no man comfort him if he chance to weep, 

• But amplify his grief with bitter words. 
, Mat, Fear not, my lord, we'll do as you command. 

Y, Mor, So now away ; post thitherwards amain. 

Queen. Whither goes this letter ? to my lord the i^^ 
king f 
Commend me humbly to \i\& m«.^«%\.'^ , 
And tell him that I labonT aV\ m nwsi 
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IGiwa a rino. 
Uai. I will, Qiadam. 

\Ext\vBi all btU IsABBL uiuf MoBTrmiL 
Enitr the Yovnq rRUiCB, and the Eaol ov Eknt 
Calking with him. 
T. ifor. Finely lUasombled I Do so still, Bwoet 
queon. 
Here coraan tho young prince, with the Eiiri of Kent 
Queen. Sometliiiig he whiapera in hia chiliHah e&rs. 
Y. ilor. If he have such access uuta the priuce, 
Our floCa and stratHgema ffill soon be diiahud. 
Quern. U-eEilmuu.l triencily, aa if all were well. 
Y. Mot. How fares my hnnonniblo lord of K«iit ! 
KtnL lu health, sweet MotLiuier : hour fares yoiiT 

grata) 
Sii*m. Well, if ray lord yonr brother wer* enlarged. 
KeM. I hear of late he liath deposed himselfl 
Queen. The mars m; grief. 
T. Mor. Aud DiiDe. 

EenL A)i, tbey do dissemble t [Aiids. 

Qtuen. Sweet Boa, come hither, I muBt talk with 

T. Mot. You being his uncle, and the next of 
blood, 
Do look to be protector o'er the jmnce. 

EenL Not I, mj lord ; who Btaonld protect the son, 
Bdc she that gave bim life ; I mean the i^ueen I 

Friaa. Mnther, persnadB me not to Wear the crown : 
Let him be kicg— 1 am too young to reigu. 
Qatea. But be eontant, teeing 't ia hii higbnesa' 
jileaaurex. 
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Prmee, Let me but see him first, and then I will. 

Kent, Ay, do, sweet nephew. 

Qiieen, Brother, you know it is impossible. 

Prince. Why, is he dead I 

Queen. No, God forbid. 

Kent. I would those words proceeded from your 
heart. 

F, Mor. Inconstant Edmund, dost thou favour him. 
That wast a cause of his imprisonment ? 

Kent. The more cause have I now to make amends. 

T. Mor. I tell thee, 'tis not meet that one so false 
Should come about the person of a prince. 
My lord, he hath betrayed the king his brother, 
And therefore trust him not 

Prince. But he repents, and sorrows for it now. 

Queen. Come, son, and go with this gentle lord and 
me. 

Prince. With you I will, but not with Mortimer. 

Y, Mor. Why, youngling, 'sJaiu'st thou so of 
Mortimer ? 
Then I will carry thee by force away. 

Prince. Help, uncle Kent, Mortimer will wrong 
me. 

Queen. Brother Edmund, strive not ; we are his 
friends ; 
Isabel is nearer than the Earl of Kent 

KenL Sister, Edward is my charge, redeem him. 

Queen. Edward is my son, and I will keep him. 

Kent. Mortimer shall know that he hath wronged 
me I — 
Hence will I haste to Killingworth castle, 
And rescue aged Edward from his foes. 
To be Avenged on Mortimer and thee. ^ 
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3 bath giren thUfl 



SOKNE TIT. 

Enter Matkbvis avd GnRsay, tciih the Kino. 

Mat. My lord, be not penaive, we ara your rrionds ; 
Meti aro oidaiueJ to liva in niiaery, 
Tbcrerore eome — dslliaiica daiigeretli our 1i™8. 

lidv). Friends, whither miisC uuhappy Edward go t 
Will liBterut MortiiDM a|ipoint no rest 1 
Must 1 be vexM ltk« the nightly b[ri). 
Wboss s\f^l is loathaome to all winR&ii foH'Ia I 
When will the Tury of Lis mind asansRe 1 
Wlien will hia heart be satisSed with blood I 
If njine will sbftb, unbowel straight this breast, 
And (five my heart to iBahel and him ; 
It is the cliiefest mark tliej level at. 

Our. Not BD, m; liege, the qiiet 

[Only] to keep year grace in aafety : 

Your poa^JDiis make your dolours to increase. 

EdiB. Tliis UEiajte makoa my misery incrcaie. 
But can niy air or life contiiiun lon^ 
When all my senses are annoyed n-ith stench) 
Within a dutigeon England's king is kept, 
Where I nm starved for nant of sustenance. 
My daily diet ia heart- breaking soba, • 

That nimost rent the closet of my heart ; 
Tims lives old Edward not relieved by any, 
Atid so must die, though pitiid by nian;f. 
Oh, water, Mi'tle frienda, to tool tuy thirst, 
And cli'ar my boily fvom Toul ejccrcriieiiia 1 

Mai. Hl'iu's channel water, as our eliargD is gin 
Sit down, Tor n-c'll he barbtra to your gltco. 

EiliP. Traitors, away 1 what, will yon mnrJer m 

■ cboka jftW jwvereign with puddle water t 
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Our. No, bnt wash your face, and shave away your 
beard, 
Lest you be known, and so be rescued. 

Mat. Why strive you thus ? your labour is in vain ? 

Edw. The wren may strive against the lion's streugth, 
But all iu vain : so vainly do I strive 
To seek for mercy at a tyrant's hand. 

\_T7iey toash him with puddle water , and shave 
his beard away. 
Immortal powers ! that know the painful cares 
That wait upon my poor distressM soul ! 
level your looks upon these daring men, 
That wrong their liege and sovereign, England's king. 
Gaveston, 'tis for thee that I am wronged, 
For me, both thou and both the Spencers died I 
And for your sakes a thousand wrongs I'll take. 
The Spencers' ghosts, wherever they remain, 
Wish well to mine ; then tush, for them I'll die. 

Mat. 'Twixt theirs and yours sliall bo no enmity. 
Come, come away ; now put the torches out, 
We'll enter in by darkness to Killingworth. 

Enter Kent. 

Our. How now, who comes there ? 
MaL Guard the king sure : it is the Earl of Kent. 
Edw. 0, gentle brother, help to rescue me I 
Mat, Keep them asunder ; tlirust in the king. 
Kent. Soldiera, let me but talk to In'm one word. 
Our. Lay hands upon the earl for his assault 
Kent. Lay down your weapons, traitors; yield the 

king. 
3fat. Edmund, yield thou thyself, or thou shalt die. 
KenL Base villainsi wherefore do you gripe me 

thus I 
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Gur. Bind him, and so convey him to the court. 
Kent, Where is the court but here! here is the 
king, 
And I will visit him ; why stay you me ? 

Mai. The court is where Lord Mortimer remains ; 
Thither shall your honour go ; and so farewell. 

[Exeunt Matrevis and Gurney, vnth the Eixa. 
Kent and the Soldiers remain. 
Kent. miserable is that commonweal, 
Where lords keep courts, and kings are locked in 
])rison ! 

i Sol. Wherefore stay we ? on, sirs, to the court. 

I Kent. Aye, lead me whither you will, even to my 

I death, 

j Seeing that my brother cannot be released. 

! [Exeunt omnes. 



Scene IV. 



j Enter Young Mortimer. 

i V. Mor, The king must die, or Mortimer goes 

down. 

The commons now begin to pity him. 

Yet he that is the cause of Edward's death, 

Is sure to pay for it when his son's of age ; 

And therefore will I do it cunningly, 
j This letter, written by a friend of ours, 

\ Contains liis death, yet bids them save his life. [Reads. 

j Edwardum occidcre nolite tiinere bonum est 

j Fear not to kill the king 'tis good he die. 

i But read it thus, and that's another sense : 

! Edwardum occidcre nolite timere bonum est 

I Kill not the king 'tis good to fear the worst. 

j TTn pointed as it is, thus shall it go, 



A 
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That, being dead, if it chance to be found, 
Matrevis and the rest may bear the blamOi 
And we be quit that caused it to be done. 
Within this room is locked the messenger 
That shall convey it, and perform the rest : 
And by a secret token that he bears. 
Shall he be murdered when the deed is done. 
Lightbom, come forth ; 

Enter Lightborn. 

Art thou 60 resolute as tliou wast ? 

LifjJU. What else, my lord ? and far more resolute. 

Y, Mor. And hast thou cast how to accompli&h it ? 

Light. Ay, ay; and none bhall know which way he 
died. 

F. i/on But at his looks, Lightborn, thou wilt 
relent. 

Light, Relent ! ha, ha ! I use much to relent. 

Y, Mor. Well, do it bravely, and be secret. 

Lights You shall not need to give instructions : 
*Tis not the tirst time I have killed a man ; 
I learned iu Kaples how to poison llowers ; 
To strangle with a lawn thrust down the throat ; 
To pierce the windpipe with a needle's [)oint ; 
Or, whilst one is asleep, to take a quill, 
And blow a little powder in his ears ; 
Or open his mouth, and pour quicksilver down. 
But yet I have a braver way than these. 

Y. Mor, What's that ? 

LiglU. Nay, you shall pardon me ; none shall know 
my tricks. 

Y, Mor. I care not how it is, so it be not spied. 
Deliver this to Gurney and Matrevis : 

{Qinez UiUjni^ \ 
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3nier the Young Kino, Archbishop, Champion, 

Nobles, Quken. 

Jrchhish. Long live King Edward, by the grace 
of God, 
King of England, and Lord of Ireland ! 

Cham. If any Christian, Heathen, Turk, or Jew, 

Dare but affirm that Edward's not true king, 

And will avouch his saying with the sword, 

I am the champion that will combat him. | 

F. Mor. None comes, sound trumpets. | 

King. Champion, here's to thee. [Gives a purse, j 

Queen. Lord Mortimer, now take him to your j 

charge. ] 

Enter Soldiers mth the Earl of Kent, prisoner, | 

T, Mor. What traitor have we there with blades 
and bills ? 

Sol. Edmund, the Earl of Kent. 

King. What hath he done 1 . 

SoL He would have taken the king away perforce, j 
As we were bringing him to Killingworth. : 

T. Mor. Did you attempt his rescue, Edmund ? f 
spoak. 

Kent. Mortimer, I did ; he is our king. 
And thou compell'Kt this prince to wear the crown. 

Y. Mor. Strikcoff his head, he shall have martial law. 

Kent, Strike off my head ! base traitor, I defy thee. 

King. My lord, he is my uncle, and shall live. 

V. Mor. My lord, he is your enemy, and shall die. 

Kent. Stay, villains I 

King. Sweet mother, if I cannot pardon him, 
Kntreat my Lord Protector for his life. 

Queen, Son, be content ; I dare not v^*^ ^ ^c!k\^. 
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King. Nor I, and yet methinks I should command ; 
But, seeing I cannot, I'll entreat for him — 
My lord, if you will let my uncle live, 
1 will requite it when I come to a^o. 

Y. Mor. 'Tis for your highness good, and for the 
realm's. 
How often shall I bid you boar him hence I 
Kent. Art thou king ? must I die at thy command t 
v. Mor. At our command ! once more, away with 
him. 
( Kent. Let me but stay and speak ; I will not go. 

Either my brother or his son is king, 
And none of both them thirst for Edmund's blood. 
And therefore, soldiers, whither will you hale me I 
[2'h4iy hale Kent away and carry him to be bclieaded, 

Kiarj. What safety may I luok for at his hands. 
If that my uncle shall be murdered thus ? 
Queen. Fear not, sweet boy, I'll guard thee from thy 
foes ; 
Had Edmund lived, he would have sought thy death. 
Come, son, we'll ride a-hunting in the park. 

King. And shall my uncle Edmund riile with us f 
Queen. Ue is a traitor, think not on him ; come. 

[Exeunt omnei. 

Scene V. 
Enter Matrevis and Gttrney. 



Mat. Gurney, I wonder the king dies not, 
Being in a vault up to the knees in water. 
To which the channels of the castle run. 
From whence a damp continually ariseth, 
That were enough to poison any man. 
Much more a king, brought up so tenderly. 
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i Our, And so do T, Matrcris : yesternight 

; I opened but the door to throw him meat, 

i And I wa!> ahnost stifled with the savour. 

t Mat, He hath a Ixnlv able to endure 

I More than we can tnllict : and tiierefore now 

I Let us asKail liis mind another while. 

{ Our, Send for him out thence, aud I will anger him. 

\ MaL But stay ; who's this ? 

■ Enter Liqhtborn. 

1 

Light, My Lord Protector greets you. [Gives letter. 
Our, What's here ? I know not how to construe it. 
Mat. Gurney, it was left unpointed for the nonce ; 
Edwardwn occidere nolite timere, 
That's his meaning. 
Light, Know ye this token ? I must have the king. 

[Oives token. 
Mat, Ay, stay a while ; thou shalt have answer 
straight. 
This villain's sent to make away the king. 
Our, I thought as much. 
* Mat, And, when the murder's done, 

! See how he must be handled for his labour — 

i Pereaiiste/ Let him have the king ; 

i What else ? — Here is the keys, this is the lake : 

: Do as you are commanded by my lord. 

Light, I know what I must do. Get you away : 
j Yet be not far off ; I shall need your help : 1 

i See that in the next room I have a fire, 

{ And get roe a spit, and let it be red hot. 

( . Mat, Very well. 

I Chir, Need you anything besides ? 

j LigJU, A table and a feather-bed. 

I Ottr, That's all? 
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LiglU. Ky. ay ; 
JIal. Fear not 1 
Our. Heio'i » 1; 



Zljfit Sn, now 
Must Iftt'OUttllLSg 

So Gtiely lianJW if 
Foil, here's a jilace i 



I, wlieii I call you, bring it in. 
in thut. 

lit ; go into tho clnneeon. 
iivci liijhl lo Ltnirmtiit!!, and thai J 
tsdl 10.7/1 MATUBVta. 



Edvi. WIio'b tliere! what light i> tliatt where- J 



forecf 



It thou t 



LiijlU. To comfort yon, and bring you joyful r ^ 

Ikiw. Small corafoit fluJs poor Edward in thy 

Villain, I linow thou com'st to Tnurdor ras. 

Light. To nurdor you, my most graciuna lord 1 
Far ia it from my hoart lo do you harm. 



Foral 



1 relcnta si 






And trhat syca cr 



To BE 



a king 









iio. Wiiip'at thou already ! list a 
And then thr lirnrt, icure il ai Cumey's is. 
Or aa tiatrovia', hewn froin tlie Caui-a-ut, 
Yet will it melt ere I have doui! m^ tale. 
This dutigcori whero they keep me is tho sink 
Wherein the tilth of all the castle falls. 
LighL villains I 

Edia. And there, in mire and puddle, hare I stood 
This ten days' apice ; and, lest that 1 should sleep. 
One plays continually ujwn a drnm. 
]hoy give me hreail end water, being a king ; 
Ttf^^^ for want of sleep and sustenanee, 
Had)"^'* dhtempcr'd, tad my body's niinib'd, 
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And whether I have limbs or no I know not. 
0, would my blood dropped out from every vein, 
As doth this water from my tatter'd robes ! 
Tell Isabel the cineen, I look'd not thus. 
When for her salce I ran at tilt in France, 
And there unhorsed the Duke of Cleremont. 
Light, 0, apeak no more, my lord ! this breaks my 
heart 
Lie on this bed, and rest yourself a while. 
Edw. These looks of thine can harbour nought 
but death ; 
I see my tragedy written in thy brows. 
Yet stay a while ; forbear thy bloody hand, 
And let me see the stroke before it comes, 
That even then when I shall lose my life, 
My mind may be more steadfast on ray God. 
Light, What means your highness to mistrust me 

thus ? 
Edw, What mean'st thoa to dissemble with me 

thust 
IdglU. These bands were never stain'd with innocent 
blood, 
l^or shall they now be tainted with a king's. 
Edw, Forgive my thought for having such a 
thought. 
One jewel have I left ; receive thou this : 

[Giving Jewel, 
Still fear I, and I know not what's the cause. 
But every joint shakes as I give it thee. 
O, if thou harbour'st murder in thy heart, 
Iiet this gift change thy mind, and save thy soul 1 
Enow that I am a king : 0, at that name 
I feel a hell of grief I where is my crown I 
Gone, gone 1 and do I remain alive 1 \ 
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Light. Yoa*re overwatcb'd, my lord : lie down and 
rest. 

Edw. lUit that grief keeps me waking, I should 
sleep ; 
For not these ten days have these eye-lids closed. 
Now, as 1 speak, tiiey tall ; and yet with fear 
Open again. 0, wherefore sitt'st thou here I 

Lhjlii. If you mistrust me, 1*11 be gone, my lord, 

Edw, No, no ; lor, if thou mean'st to murder me, 
Thou wilt return again ; and therefore stay. [Slee^B, 

LifjhL lie sleeps. [a while 1 

Edw. [wahingl 0, let me not die yet I 0, stay 

Lif/ht, How now, my lord ! 

Edw. Something still huzzeth in mine ears. 
And tells me, if I sleep, I never wake : 
This fear is that which makes me tremble thus; 
And therefore tell me, wherefore art thou come ? 

Light. To rid thee of thy life. — Matrevis, come ! 

Enter Matrevis and Gurnet. 



I Edw. I am too weak and feeble to resist. — 

Assist me, sweet God, and receive my soul I 



Light. Run for the table. j 

Edw. 0, spare me, or despatch me in a trice I I 

; [Matrevis brings in a table. Kino Edward j 

I is murdered by holding him down on tlie ] 

' bed with the tabUy and stamping on it. 

\ Light. So, lay the table down, and stanlp on it, j 

'f But not too hard, lest tiiat thou bruise his body. j 

: Mat. I fear mo that this cry will raise the town, 

; And therefore let us take horse and away. 

' Light. Tell me, sirs, was it not bravely done ? 

Qur. Excellent well ; take this for thy reward. 

{Stabs LiGHTBOKN, wlw dies. 
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Come, let ns cast the body in the moat, 

And bear the king's to Mortimer our lord : 

Away I [Exeunt wUli the bodies. 

Scene VI. 
Enter Mortimer and Matreyis. 

F. J/or. Is'tdone, Matrevis, and the murderer dead? 

Mat. Aye, my good lord ; I would it were undone. 

T, Mor, Alatrevis, if thou now growest penitent 
V\\ be thy ghostly father ; therefore chuse, 
Whether thou wilt be secret in this. 
Or else die by the hand of Mortimer. 

Mat, Gurney, my lord, is fled, and will, I fear. 
Betray us both, therefore let me fly. 

T. Mor, Fly to the savages. 

Mai, I humbly thank your honour. 

Y, Mor, As for myself, I stand as Jove's huge tree ; 
I . And others are but shrubs compared to me. 
I All tremble at my name, and I fear none ; 

Let's see who dare impeach me for his death. 

Enter the Queen. 

Queen, Ah, Mortimer, the king my son hath news 
His father's dead, and we have murdered him. 

T, Mor, What if he have ? the king is yet a child. 

Queen. Aye, but he tears his hair, and wrings his 
hands, 
And vows to be revenged upon us both. 
Into the council-chamber he is gone, 
To crave the aid and succour of his peers. 
Ah me ! see where he comes, and they with him ; 
NoW| Mortimer, begins our tra^ed'^. 
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Enter Hie £ino, with tht Lords. 



jfrif Lord. Fear not, my loi 
kin?. 



, kni: 



' that jon m 



E\vn. Villdii I 



Ina Villiuii . 

'. Mar. How now. my tore! I 
King. Tliink not tliat I ain friglitej with ) 

My father's imirdered tliroush thy treachery j 
.And thou ahalt die, ami on his monmrul hearaft 
Thy Iiaterul and accursad head shall tie, 
To witneas to the world, that by thy meaiu 
His kingly lioiiy was too soon interred. 

Qiieai. Weep riot, swest son t 

King. Forbid me not to veep, he ivaa my father il 
And, had you loved hitn half ao wall as I, 
You could not baar his deoth Ihus patiantly. 
Rut you, I fear, conspired with Moi-timor. 

Lords. Why speak you not anto my lord tha t 

Y. llor. Because I think acorn to be i ' 

Wlio is the man iIbib say 1 murdered hin 

King. Traitor ! in me my loving fothnr speaks, ■ 
Ami pluiuly saith, 'tivas thou that murder' dst him.' 

T. Mor. But hath your grace no other proof tq 
this) ^ 

Ktag. Yes, if this be the hand of Hortimer. 

T. Mor. False Gurney hath betrayed me and him- 
self. {A^dt. 

QiKSH. I reared as mach ; murder cannot be liid.- 

r. Mor. "Tia my hanJ ; what gather jon by thi*.' 
JSTin^. That thither thou didst send a murder" ' 
y. Mor. What murdawt 1 Bring (otth the 
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King, Aye, Mortimer, thon know'at that he is 
slain ; 
And 80 shalt thon be too. Why stays he here ? 
j Bring him unto a hurdle, drag him forth, 

Hang liim, I say, and set his quarters up. 
But biing his head back presently to me. 
Queen. For my sake, sweet son, pity Mortimer. 
I Y, Mor, Madam, entreat not, I will rather die, 

^ Than sue for life unto a paltry boy. 

♦ King. Hence with the traitor ! with the murderer I 

F Y. Mor. Base Fortune, now I see, that in thy wheel 

J There is a point, to which when men aspire, 

I They tumble headlong down : that point I touched, 

; And, seeing there was no place to mount up higher, 

\ Why should I grieve at my declining fall ? 

! Farewell, fair queen ; weep not for Mortimer, 

\ That scorns the world, and, as a traveller, 

Goes to discover countries yet unknown. 
King. What I suffer you the traitor to delay ? 

[Mortimer is taken away. 
Queen. As thou receivedest thy life from me, 
Spill not the blood of gentle Mortimer. 

King. This argues that you spilt my father's blood, 
Else would you not entreat for Mortimer. 
Queen. I spill bis blood ? no. 
King. Aye, madam, you ; for so the rumour runs. 
Queen. That rumour is untrue ; for loviug thee. 
Is this report raised on i>oor Isabel ? 
King, I do not think her so unnatural. 
Second Lord. My lord, I fear me it will prove too 

true. ^ 

King. Mother, you are 8\la^^ci^^l«^\^&^^"a5^^ >v 

And therefore we commit '^ow \^i ^iNv^'lo^'w , ^ 

Till farther trial may be m&^« \)^«^^\ % 
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If yon be guilty, tlion<jh I he your son, 
Tliink not tn find me slack or fiitiful. 

Queevi, Nay, to my deatli, (or too Ions? have I lireil, 
Wiieiias my son tliinks to abridge my da^^s. 

Kintj. Away with her, her words en I orce these tears, 
And I shall pity her if she speak a^ain. 

Qiieen, Shall I not mourn for my beloved lord, 
And with the rest accouii>any him to his ^rave t 

Lord, Thus, madam, 'tis the king's will you shall 
hence. 

Queen. He hath forgotten me; stay, I am his 
mother. 

Lord. That boots not ; therefore, gentle madam, go. 

Queen. Then come, sweet death, and rid me of this 
grief. [Exit. 

£e-enter a Lord, with the head of Moetimbb. 

Lord. My lord, here is the head of Mortimer. 

King. Go fetch my father's hearse, where it shall lie ; 
And bring my funeral robes. Accursed head. 
Could I have ruled thee then, as I do now. 
Thou had'st not hatched this monstrous treachery. 
Here comes the hearse ; help me to mourn, my lords. 
Sweet father, here unto thy murdered ghost 
I offer up this wicked traitor's head ; 
And let these tears, distilling from mine eyes, 
Be witness of my grief and innocency. [Exeunt. 




THE MASSACRE OF PARIS. 



GCJISE DECLARES HIS POLICY. 

Act I., Scene 2. 

Ouxse, Now, Guise, begin those deep-engender'd 
thoughts 
To burbt abroad those never-dvin«; flames 
Which cannot be extinguish'd bat by blood: 
Ort have I levell'd, and at laitt have Icaiu'd 
That ]>eril is the chiefest way to happiness, 
And resolution honour's fairest aim. 
What glory is there in a common good, 
Tliat han^s for every peasant to achieve t 
That like I best, that ilies beyond my reach. 
Set me to scale the high Pyrumides, 
And thereon set the diadem of France ; 
ril either rend it wit\i my ii«.TX^ \.oTiva.^\.^ 
Or moan t the top "witli iny aa\fvtvii%^w^% 
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AllbongTi my downfall he the deepest lielL 
For tliis I wake, vhsn otiitrs ttiiiik I eleep ; 
For thia I wait, that scorn attendance else ; 
For tliia my qnenehlesa thirst, whBreon I build, 
lUth arten pleaded kiadred to the king ; 
For this, this head, this heart, thia hand, and swi 
Contri^'efl, imaEines, and fuliy executes, ^ 
Matters of import aimid at by many, ^H 
Yet nnderatood by Done ; ^H 
For this, hath heaveD engeuder'd me of eartt^H 
For this, this earth sustainii my body's woigb^* 
And with this welsht Til couDtor|ioiso a crown, 
Or with aeditiona weary all the woild ; 
For this, from Spain the stately CathoILa* 
Send lodUu gold to coia me French e«tt»f,^^ 
For this, have I a largess from the Pope, ^^H 
A pension, and a dispensation too \ ^^H 
And by that priviUgo to work upon, ^^H 
My poUcy hath fi'ain'd religion. ^H 
Heligion 1 D\ahoU t ^H 
T», I am aahani'd, however tliat I aeem, ^H 
To think a word of ancb a simple nouud, T^ 
Of so great matter should be made the gronni 
The gentle king, whose pleasure uncontioll'd 
Weiikeneth his body, and will waste IiU renlm. 
If I repnir not what be ruinates— 
Him, as a diiid, 1 daily win with words, ■ 
Ho tbst for proof he barely baara the name t ^H 
i fiTecnte, aoJ he busUIm te Waiftt. ^H 
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The Mother-Queen works wonders for my sake, 
And in my love entombs the hope of France, 
Rifling the bowels of her treasury, 
To supply my wants and necessity. 
Paris hath full Ave hundred colleges, 
As monasteries, priories, abbeys, and halls, 
Wherein are thirty thousand able men, 
Besides a thousand sturdy student Catholics ; 
And more — of my knowledge, in one cloister keep 
Five hundred fat Franciscan friars and priests : 
All this, and more, if more may be compris'd, 
To bring the will of our desires to end. 
Then, Guise, 

Since thou hast all the cards within thy hands, 
I To shuffle or cut, take this as surest thing, 

That, right or wrong, thou deal thyself a king — 

Ay, but, Navarre — 'tis but a nook of France, 

Sufficient yet for such a petty king. 

That, with a rabbloment of his heretics. 

Blinds Europe's eyes, and troubleth our estate. 

Him will we — [Pointing to his sioordJ\ but first let's 

follow those in France 
That hinder our possession to the crown. 
As Csesar to his soldiers, so say I — 
Those that hate me will 1 learn to loathe. 
Give me a look, that, when I bend the brows, 
Pale death may walk in furrows of my face ; >c 

A hand, that with a gtaa\) mvj \sa^^ VN\^ ^wV^\ n 

An ear to hear vrhat my dft\.t«Lc\A>t% ^^1 \ 
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A royal seat, a sceptre, and a crown ; 
That those which do behold them may become 
As men that stand and gaze against the sun. 
The plot is laid, and things shall come to pass 
Where resolution strives for victory. 

THE DEATH OF GUISE. 
Act III., Scene 2. 



. Guis^ Now sues the king for favour to the Guise, 

And all his minions stoop when I command : 
"Why, this 'tis to have an army in the field. 
Now, by the holy sacrament, I swear, 
As ancient Romans o'er their captive lords, 
So will I triumph o'er this wanton king ; 

I And he shall follow my proud chariot's wheels. 

I Now do I but begin to look about, 

j And all my former time was spent in vain. 

Hold, swoid, 
For in thee is the Duke of Guise's hope. 

Be-enter Third Murderer. 

Villain, why dost thou look so ghastly t speak. 
Third Mnrd, 0, pardon mc, my Lord of Guise I 
Guise. Panlon thee ! why, what hast thou done ! 
\ Third Murd. my lord, I am one of them that i: 

set to murder you I 

Guise. To murder me, villain ! 

Third Murd, Ay, myloi^i \Xi^x^?\.\iv?^\si^\i'CcLS& 
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standings in the next room ; therefore, good my lord, - \ 

go not forth. | 

Guise, Yet Csesar shall go forth. I 

Let mean conceits and baser men fear death : | 

Tnt| they are peasants ; I am Duke of Guise ; r 

And princes with their looks engender fear. 
First Murd, [luithin.'] Stand close ; he is coming ; 

I know him by his voice. 

Ouise, As pale as ashes 1 nay, then, it is time : 

To look about. ' 

Enter First and Second Murderers. 

First a/nd Sec Murderers. Down with him, down 
with him I [TTiey stab GviSE. 

Guise. 0, I have my death's wound I give me leave 
to speak. 

Sec. Murd. Then pray to God, and ask forgiveness 
of the king. . 

Guise. Trouble me not ; I ne'er offended him, 
Nor will I ask forgiveness of the king. 
0, that I have not power to stay my life, ■ 

Nor immortality to be reveng'd ! | 

To die by peasants, what a grief is this ! : 

Ah, Sixtus, bo reveng'd upon the king I 
Philip and Parma, I am slain for you I 
Pope, excommunicate, Philip, depose 
The wicked branch of curs'd Valois his litv^ \. 
Vive la mease! perish H\ig\i©iiota\ 
Thus Csssar did go forth, and t\i\3a\i^ ^\^5jl. XP^^^- 
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k VISION OF OLYMPUS. 

Act I., Scene 1. 

Uert (hf curtains dratn: there U discovered Jupitbk 
dimdlin^l Oa}1thbd& on hit knee, and HaauBa lyitij/ 

J«p. Couie, gcnllo Ganymede, aud play with me ; 
I love thee well, say Juno what aha n-ill. 

Qan. I nm much better for your worthleM 1ot«, 
That will not sliiuld me from hpr slirBwish blows ! 
To-day, wlienaa I liU'J Into your cups, 
And held tho cloth oF pleasance whiles yon drank, 
She reach'il me luah a rap for that I Bpill'd, 
As DDsde tbe blood run dowii mine cars. 
Jvp, What, daiea sha BtvUta lliu dBcliog of mjr 
tbooghta t 
By Satatn'i soni, a 
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That, shaken thrice, makes nature's buildings quake, 
I vow, if she but once frown on thee more, 
To hang her, meteor-like, 'twizt heaven and earth, 
And bind her, hand and foot, with golden cords, 

t As once I did for harming Hercules ! 

{ Gan, Might I but see that pretty sport a-foot, 

O, how would I with Helen's brother laugh. 
And bring the Gods to wonder at the game 1 
Sweet Jupiter, if e'er I pleas'd thine eye, 
Or seemed fair, wall'd in with eagle's wings, 
Grace my immortal beauty with this boon, 
And I will spend my time in thy bright arms. 

Jup. What is't, sweet wag, I should deny thy youth ? 
Whose face reflects such pleasure to mine eyes. 
As I, exhal'd with thy fire-darting beams, 
Have oft (f riven back the horses of the Night, 
Whenas they would have hal'd thee from my sight. 
Sit on my knee, and call for thy content, 
Control proud Fate, and cut the thread of Time : 
Why, are not all the gods at thy command. 
And heaven and earth the bounds of thy delight/ 
Vulcan shall dance to make thee laughing-sport, 
And my nine daughters sing when thou art sad; 

I From Juno's bird I'll pluck her spotted pride, 

To make thee fans wherewith to cool thy face ; 
And Yenus' swans shall shed their silver down^ 
To sweeten out the slumbeta ol \i\i^ >q^^ \ 
Hermea no more shall shovr t\i© 'wot\^\5Mi'^'s\^% 
If that thy fancy in hia featYvexB ^n<i^» 
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But, as this one, I'll tear them all from him, 

\Pluclc9 afetUherfrom Hbbmes' wings. 

Do thou hut say, " their colour pleaseth me." 

Hold here, my little love ; these llnkM gems, 

\Qives jeweU, 
My Juno ware upon her marriage-day, 

Put thou ahout thy neck, my own sweet heart. 

And trick thy arms and shoulders with my theft. 

Qan, I would have a jewel for mine ear, 

And a fine hrooch to put in my hat. 

And then I'll hug with you an hundred times. 

Jup, And shalt have, Ganymede, if thou wilt be my 

love. 

Enter Yenus. 



Ven, Ay, this is it : you can sit toying there, 
And playing with that female wanton boy, 
Whiles my ^neas wanders on the seas. 
And rests a prey to every billow's pride; 
Juno, false Juno, in her chariot's pomp, 
Drawn through the heavens by steeds of Boreas' brood, 
Made Hebe to direct her airy wheels 
Into the windy country of the clouds ; 
Where, finding ^olus entrench'd with storms, 
And guarded with a thousand grisly ghosts, 
She humbly did beseech him for our bane, 
And charg'd him drown my son with all his train. 
Then gan the winds "brea^ o^^ \Vvwt\st^aKa. \'5«t%^ 
And all JSolia to be wp in wm^x 
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5 Poor Troy must now be sack'd upon the sea, 

And Neptune's waves be envious men of war ; 
] Epeus' horse, to iBtna's hill transform'd, 
,■ Prepared stands to wreck their wooden walls ; 
^ And ^olus, like Agamemnon, sounds 
j The surges, his fierce soldiers, to the spoil ; 
See how the night, Ulysses-like, comes forth. 
And intercepts the day, as Dolon erst ! 
Ay, me ! the stars suppris'd, like Rhesus' steeds, 
Are drawn by darkness forth Astrseus' tents. 
What shall I do to save thee, my sweet boy ? 
Whenas the waves do threat our crystal world, 
And Proteus, raising hills of flood on high, 
Intends, ere long, to sport him in the sky. 
False Jupiter, reward'st thou virtue so ? 
What, is not piety exempt from woe ? 
Then die, Mneas, in thine innocence. 
Since that religion hath no recompense. 

Jup. Content thee, Gytherea, in thy care. 
Since thy Eneas' wandering fate is firm, 
Whose weary limbs shall shortly make repose 
In those fair walls I promis'd him of yore. 
But, first in blood must his good fortune bud. 
Before he be the lord of Tumus* town. 
Or force her smile that hitherto hath frown'd : 
Three winters shall he with the Rutiles war. 
And, in the end, subdue them with his sword ; 
And full three summers Ukema^ ^tikseXl V^ ^^i^sX^ 
In managing those fierce baibaxmTi tuVcA^ \ 
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Which once porfarai'd, poor Troy, so li 

From forth har ashes shall ad ranee her head, 
And Sourish ouce again, that erst iras dead. 
But hHijht Ascanina, beauty's hstter vork. 
Who with the svm divides qtie radiant ahapa, 
Shall build his throoe amidst those starry to wen 
Tbat earth-born Atlas, grauning, underprops ; 
No bounds, but hearen, shatl boand his empery, 
Whose azar'd gates, enchased with his oanie. 
Shall malce the Morning baste her grey npriae, 
To feed her eyes with his engraven fame. 
Thus, in atont Hector's race, three handred years 
The Roman sceptre royal shall remain, 
Till that a priocass- priest, coiicoiT'd by Mars, 
Shall yield to dignity a doable birth, 
Who will eterniah Troy in their attempts. 

Fen. How may I credit theae thy Sattering ta 
Wl:en yet both sea and sands beset their shifs, - 
And PliiEbua, as in Stygian pools, refrains 
To taint his tresses in the Tyrrhene main ! 

Jup. I will taka order for that preaeotly. — 
Hennea, awake I and haste to Neptune's realm. 
Whereas the wind-god, warring now with fate, 
Besiegers] th' offspring of our kingly loina : 
Charge him from me to turn his stormy powera, 
And fetter them in Tnlcan's stnrd; brasa, 
That durst thna proodly wrong our kinsman's peace. 
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{ Venus, farewell : thy son shall be our care. — 

I Come, Ganymede, we must about this gear. 

( [Meeunt Jufiteb and Ganymede. 



1 



THE FALL OF TROY. 
Act IL, Scene 1. 

Dido, Nay, leave not here ; resolve me of the rest. 

jEn, O, the enchanting words of that base slave 
Made him to think Epeus' pine-tree horse 
A sacrifice to appease Minerva's wrath ! 
The rather, that for one Laocoon, 
Breaking a spear upon his hollow breast. 
Was with two-winged serpents stung to death. 
Whereat aghast, we were commanded straight 
With reverence to draw it into Troy ; 
In which unhappy work was I employ'd ; 
These hands did help to hale it to the gates. 
Through which it could not enter, 'twas so huge — 
O, had it never enter'd, Troy had stood I 
But Priamus, impatient of delay, 
Enforced a wide breach in that rampir'd wall 
Which thousand battering rams could never pierce, 
And 80 came in this fatal instrument * 
At whose accursed feet, as oveijoy'd, 



\ We banqueted, till, overcome with winoj 
Some surfeited, and others soundly slept. 
Which Sioon viewing, caused, t^e Qii^^Kk^ ^vs^ 
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To haste to Tenedos, and tell the camp : 

Then he unlocked the horse ; and suddenly. 

From out his entrails, Neoptolemus, 

Setting his spear upon the ground, leapt forth, 

And, after him, a thousand Grecians more. 

In whose stern faces shin'd the quenchless fire 

That after hurnt the pride of Asia. 

By this, the camp was come unto the walls, 

And through the breach did march into the streets, 

Where, meeting with the rest, **Kill, kill!" they 

cried. 
Frighted with this confusM noise, I rose, 
And, looking from a turret, might behold 
Young infants swimming in their parents' blood. 
Headless carcasses piled up in heaps, 
Virgins half-dead, dragged by their golden hair. 
And with main force flung on a ring of pikes, 
Old men with swords thrust through their aged sides, 
Kneeling for mercy to a Greekish lad, 
"Who with steel pole-axes dash'd out their brains. 
Then buckled I mine armour, drew my sword. 
And thinking to go down, came Hector's ghost, 
With ashy visage, blueish sulphur eyes, 
His arms torn from his shoulders, and his breast 
Furrow'd with wounds, and, that which made me weep, 
Thongs at his heels, by which Achilles' horse 
Drew him in triumph through the Greekish camp, 
Burst from the earth, crying, ** iEneas, fly I 
Troy is a-&re, the Grecians Vvavo t\ve Vowu V 
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jDiio. Hectori who weeps not to hear thy name ? 

JEn* Yet fiuug I forth, and desperate of my life, 

Ban in the thickest throngs, and with this sword 

\ Sent many of their savage ghosts to hell. 

; At last came Pyrrhus, fell and full of ire, 

\ His harness dropping hlood, and on his spear 

■ The mangled head of Priam's yoangest son ; 

£ And, after him, his hand of Myrmidons, 

I With balls of wild-fire in their murdering paws, 

'*■ Which made the funeral flame that burnt fair Troy ; 

All which hemm'd me about, crying, " This is he 1 " 

Didol Ah, how could poor ^neas scape their hands ? 

Mn» My mother Venus, jealous of my health, 

Convey'd me from their crookM nets and bands ; j 

So I escap'd the furious Pyrrhus' wrath ; ; 

Who then ran to the palace of the king, 

And at Jove's altar finding Priamus, 

About whose withered neck hung Hecuba, { 

Folding his hand in hers, and jointly both .| 

Beating their breasts, and falling on the ground, \ 

He, with his falchion's point raised up at once, \ 

And with Megsera's eyes, star'd in their face, \ 

Threatening a thousand deaths at every glance : | 

To whom the aged king thus, trembling, spoke ; ! 

" Achilles' son, remember what I was, ^ | 

Father of fifty sons, but they are slain ; 

Lord of my fortune, but my fortune's turn'd ; 

King of this city, but my Ttoy Sa ^ ^ % 

And DOW am neither fatW, lot^^ \wst Vvsi%-. ^ 
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Yet who BO wretched bnt desi 



0, let 
Hat in 



B lire, gTes.t neoptolemus I" 

v'd at all, but smiling &t his tears, 



Tliis liutaher, whilst his bonds w 
Troadiitg upon lita breast, atruck o 
IMo. O, oud iEtionB I I cnn hoar no more, 
jEn. At which the frantic queen loap'd on his li 
And in his e^ellda hanging hj the oails, 
A little wliiU prolocg'd lier huabaiid's life. 
At last, the soliiiera pulled ber b; the heels, 
And swnng her bowliiig in the empty air, 
Which Bent an echo to the wounded Iting : 
Whereat he lifted up hb bed-rid limbs, 
And would have grappled with Achillea' son, 
FoTgetting both his want of strength and hands ; 
Wbioh he disdaioing, wbisk'd bis Biraid about, 
And with the wind thereof the king fell down ; 
Then from the navel to the throat at once 
He ripp'd old Piiam ; at whose latter goap 
Jdvb'b marble statue gan to bend ths bl 
As loathing Pyrrhua for this wicked aot. 
Yet he, Quiiaunted, took his father's Qag, 
And dipp'd it in the atd king's chill-cald Uoo 
And then in triumph ran into the Btreeta, 
Through whieb be could not paaa for slaughtered m 
So, leaning on his aword, hs atood atone-still. 
Viewing the Are wborewith rieh llion burnt, j 
B; this, I got my father on my back 
iiia yoaag boy in mine arms, an4>>^ XS 
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Led fair Creasa, my beloved wife ; 

When thou, Achates, with thy sword mad'st way. 

And we were round environ'd with the Greeks : 

0, there I lost my wife 1 and, had not we 

Fought manfully, I had not told this tale. 

Yet manhood would not serve ; of force we fled ; 

And, as we went unto our ships, thou know'st 

We saw Cassandra sprawling in the streets. 

Whom Ajaz ravish'd in Diana's fane, 

Her cheeks swollen with sighs, her hair all rent ; 

Whom I took up to bear unto our ships ; 

But suddenly the Grecians follow'd us. 

And I, alas, was forc'd to let her lie ! 

Than got we to our ships, and, being aboard, 

Polyxena cried out, **-^neas, stay 1 

The Greeks pursue me ; stay, and take me in 1 " 

Mov'd with her voice, I leap'd into the sea. 

Thinking to bear her on my back aboard. 

For all our ships were launched into the deep. 

And, as I swom, she, standing on the shore, 

Was by the cruel Myrmidons surpris'd. 

And, after that, by Pyrrhus sacrific'd. 

DIDO REVEALS HER LOVE. 

Act IIL, Scene 2. 

"Dido, dull, conceited Dido, that till now 
Didst never think ifiuoaa \>«tta\^\iy\ 
But now, for quittance oi \*\i\& o^«t^v!(^^ 
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I'll make me bracelets of his golden hair ; 

His glistering eyes shall be my looking-glass ; 

His lips an altar, where I'll offer up 

As many kisses as the sea hath sands ; 

Instead of music I will hear him speak ; 

His looks shall be my only library ; 

And thou, -^neas, Dido's treasury, 

In whose fair bosom I will lock more wealth 

Than twenty thousand Indias can afford. 

0, here he comes 1 Love, love, give Dido leave 

To be more modest than her thoughts admit, 

Lest I be made a wonder to the world. 



• 



ErnUr ^nbas. Achates, Sbrqestts, Ilioneits, and \ 

Cloanthus. 

Achates, how doth Carthage please your lord \ | 

Ach, That will ^Eneas shew your majesty, ! 

Bido, -ffineas, art thou there ? = 

Mn, I understand, your highness sent for me. ; 

Bido. No ; but, now thou art here, tell me, in ? 
sooth, 

In what might Dido highly pleasure thee. 
^%. So much have I receiv'd at Dido's hands, 

As, without blushing, I can ask no more : 

Yet, queen of Afric, are my ships unrigg'd, 

My sails all rent in sunder with the wind, 

My oars broken, and my tackling lost, 

Yea, all my navy split wit\i io<i^ wA ^\xs3iN«* \ 
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Nor stern nor anchor have our maimM fleet ; 
Our masts the furious winds struck overboard : 
Which piteous wants if Dido will supply, 
We will account her author of our lives. 

Dido. JEneas, I'll repair thy Trojan ships, 
Conditionally that thou wilt stay with me, 
And let Achates sail to Italy : 
I'll give thee tackling made of rivell'd gold, 
Wound on the barks of odoriferous trees ; 
Oars of massy ivory, full of holes, 
Through which the water shall delight to play ; 
Thy anchors shall be hew'd from crystal rocks, 
Which, if thou lose, shall shine above the waves ; 
The masts, whereon thy swelling sails shall hang, 
Hollow pyramides of silver plate ; 
The sails of folded lawn, where shall be wrought 
The wars of Troy — but not Troy's overthrow ; 
For ballass, empty Dido's treasury : 
Take what ye will, but leave JEiieas here. 
Achates, thou shalt be so seemly clad, 
As sea-born nymphs shall swarm about thy ships. 
And wanton mermaids court thee with sweet songa, 
Flinging in favours of more sovereign worth 
Than Thetis hangs about Apollo's neck. 
So that iEneas may but stay with me. 
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DIDO DREADS HER LOVER'S DEPARTURE. 



1 

Act IV., Scene 4. ) 

Dido. Speaks not iBneas like a conqueror ? 
blessed tempests that did drive him in ! 

happy sand that made him run aground ! 
Henceforth you shall be our Carthage gods. 
Ay, but it may be, he will leave my love. 
And seek a foreign land call'd Italy : 
0, that I had a charni to keep the winds | 
Within the closure of a golden ball ; 
Or that the Tyrrhene sea were in mine arms, 
That he might suffer shipwreck on my breast, 
As oft as he attempts to hoist up sail 1 

1 must prevent him ; wishing will not serve. — • 
Go bid my nurse take young Ascanius, 
And bear him in the country to her house ; 
iEueas will not go without his son; 
Yet, lest he should, for I am full of fear, 
Bring me his oars, his tackling, and his sails. j 

\Ex\i First Lord. 

What if I sink his ships % 0, he will frown 1 I 

Better he frown than I should die for grief. 

I cannot see him frown ; it may not be : 

Armies of foes resolv'd to win this town, i 

Or impious traitors vow'd to have my life, j 

Affright me not ; onVy iE.\i^%* It^^xL 
Is that which tenitieai^oot TiV^o'^'^^^- 
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Not bloody spears, appearing in the air, 

Presage the downfall of my empery, 

Nor blazing comets threatened Dido's death ; 

It is JSneas' frown that ends my days. 

If he forsake me not, I never die ; 

For in his looks I see eternity, 

And he'll make me immortal with a kiss. 



THE NUKSE AS TfiMPTBESS. 

AOT IV., SOENB 6. 

Elder Nurse, vM, Cupid oa Asoanius. 

Nurse, My Lord Ascanios, you must go with me. \ 
Cup, Whither must I go ? I'll stay with my mother. | 
Nurse. No, thou shalt go with me unto my house. 

I have an orchard that hath store of plums, 

Brown almonds, services, ripe figs, and dates, 

Dewberries, apples, yellow oranges ; 

A garden where are bee-hives full of honey. 

Musk-roses, and a thousand sort of flowers ; 

And in the midst doth run a silver stream, 

Where thou shalt see the red-gill'd fishes leap. 

White swans, and many lovely water-fowls. 

Now speak, Ascanius, will you go or no ? 
Cup, Come, come, I'll go. How far Kftw<» >& n^ss«. 

hoBse f 

JiTurse. But hereby, cVAd •, ^^ ^^2^ ^^"^ SXv^^^««^ 
straight 
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Cup, Nurse, I am weary ; will yon carry me ! 

Nurse. Ay, so you'll dwell with me, and call me 
mother. 

Cup, So you'll love me, I care not if I do. 

Nurse, That I might live to see this boy a man ! 
How prettily he laughs ! Go, you wag ! 
You'll be a twigger when you come to age. — 
Say Dido what she will, I am not old ; 
I'll be no more a widow ; I am young ; 
I'll have a husband, or else a lover. 

Cup. A husband, and no teeth I 



DIDO'S DESPAIR. I 

t 

Act v., Scene 2. • 

Did^, Hast thou forgot how many neighbour kings j 
"Were up in arms, for making thee my love ? | 

How Carthage did rebel, larbas storm, j 

And all the world call'd me a second Helen, j 

For being entangled by a stranger's looks ? I 

So thou wouldst prove as true as Paris did. 
Would, as fair Troy was, Carthage miglit be sack'd, 
And I be call'd a second Helena 1 
Had I a son by thee, the grief were less, 
That I might see -ffineas in his face : 
Now if thou go'st, what caxval tVoxxX^vi^V^vcv^ 
Bat rather will augment tViaii eaa^ wj ^^«k\ 



J&fi,, In vain, my love, thou spend'st thy fainting 
breath : 
If words might move me, I were overcome. 
Dido, And wilt thou not be mov'd with Dido's 
words ? 
Thy mother was no goddess, perjur'd man, 
Nor Dardanus the author of thy stock ; 
But thou art sprung from Scythian Caucasus, 
And tigers of Hyrcania gave thee suck. — 
Ah, foolish Dido, to forbear this long ! — 
Wast thou not wreck'd upon this Libyan shore, 
And cam'st to Dido like a fisher swain ? 
Repair'd not I thy ships, made thee a king, 
{ And all thy needy followers noblemen ? 

I serpent, that came creeping from the shore, 

( And I for pity harbour'd in my bosom, 

I Wilt thou now slay me with thy venom* d sting, 

t And hiss at Dido for preserving thee ? 

i Go, go, and spare not ; seek out Italy : 

J I hope that that which love forbids me do, 

\ The rocks and sea-gulfs will perform at largo, 

And thou shalt perish in the billows' ways, 
To whom poor Dido doth bequeath revenge : 
.Ay, traitor 1 and the waves shall cast thee up, 
\ Where thou and false Achates first set foot : 

Which if it chance, I'll give ye burial, 
And weep upon your lifeless carcasses, 
Though thou nor he will pity me «k ^\i\\.. 
Why atar'at thou in my face ^ 11 \\iOM n^KNX. ^'^•^-'^ > 
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Leap in mine arms ; mine arms are open wide ; 
If not, turn from me, and I'll tnm from thee ; 
For though thon hast the heart to say farewell, 
I haye not power to stay thee. [EhcU M^ 

Is he gone I 
Ay, but he'll come again ; he cannot go ; 
He loves me too-too well to serve me so : 
Yet he that in my sight wonld not relent, 
Will, being absent, be obdurate stilL 
By this, he has got to the water-side ; 
And, see, the sailors take him by the hand ; 
But he shrinks back ; and now, remembering me, 
Returns amain : welcome, welcome, my love ! 
But Where's ^neas ? ah, he's gone, he's gone I 
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Dido, Anna, Anna, I will follow him I 
Anna. How can yon go, when he hath all your i 
Dido. I'll frame me wings of wax, like Icarus, 
And, o'er his ships, will soar unto the sun. 
That they may melt, and I fall in his arms ; 
Or else I'll make a prayer unto the waves, 
That I may swim to him, like Triton's niece. 
Anna, fetch Arion's harp, 
That I may tice a dolphin to the shore. 
And ride upon his back unto my love ! 
Look, sister, look ! lovely -Eneas' ships ! 
See, see, the billows heave 'era up to heaven, 
And now down fall the keels into the deep ! 
sister, sister , take away tVi^ lo^^^X 
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They'll break his ships. Proteus, Neptune, Jove, 

Save, save JSneas, Dido's liefest love 1 

Now is he come on shore, safe without hurt : 

But, see. Achates wills him put to sea, 

And all the sailors merrj-make for joy ; 

But he, remembering me, shrinks back again : 

See, where he comes 1 welcome, welcome, my love . 

AwML^ Ah, sister, leave these idle fantasies ! 
Sweet sister, cease ; remember who you are. 

lyido. Dido I am, unless I be deceiv'd : 
And must I rave thus for a runagate ? 
Must I make ships for him to sail away ? 
Nothing can bear me to him but a ship, 
And he hath all my fleet What shall I do, 
But die in fury of this oversight % 
Ay, I must be the murderer of myself ; 
No, but I am not ; yet I will be straight. 
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THE FIRST SESTIAD. 
Tlie Argununt oj Ihi First Seitiad. 



Sero's deacrlptl 
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ON Hellespont, gailtf oF true lore's lilooil,! 
Id vioivand op|io9ite tvo cities atooi), 
Saa-bonlerera, ili^om'd 'by Neptune'i might ; 
"nie oDe AbjJos, tiis other Suatoa LigUt< 
At 3eatoa Hero ^viif\t ; Hero the fair, 
Wham foanf; Apollo iiourtcd for hor hair. 
Aui olfer'd U ft iloiie^ ^uKVtvttnva^iVaotM, 
Whm she ihmili At, far isbb. to ijaa «! 
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[ The outside of her garments were of lawn, \ 

f The lining purple silk, with gilt stars drawn ; ■ \ 

Her wide sleeves green, isind border'd with a grove, ■ \ 

Where Venus in her naked glory strove \ 

To please the careless and disdainful eyes j 

Of proud Adonis, that before her lies ; i 

Her kirtle blue, whereon was many a stain, ) 

Made with the blood of wretched lovers slain. j 

Upon her head she ware a myrtle wreath, i 

■ From whence her veil reach'd to the ground beneath : | 

Her veil was artificial flowers and leaves, j 

Whose workmanship both man and beast deceives : \ 

Many would praise the sweet smell as she past, ] 
When 'twas the odour which her breath forth cast ; 

And there for honey bees have sought in vain, ! 

And, beat from thence, have lighted there again. | 

About her neck hung chains of pebble-stone, \ 

Which, lightened by her. neck, like diamonds shone. ) 

She ware no gloves'; for neither sun nor wind * 

t Would burn or parch her hands, but, to her mind, ; 

Or warm or cool them, for they took delight I 

> To play upon those hands, they were so white. [ 
Buskins of shells, all silver'd, used she, 

I And branch'd with blushing coral to the knee ; 

I Where sparrows perch'd, of hollow pearl and gold. 

Such as the world would wonder to behold : I 
Those with sweet water oft her handmaid ^U&^ 
Whioh^ as she went, wo\ild c\i«ni^ \XiTwi'^'*iiaa\sSsa.- 
Amw nj, for her the faixeat CxsLigvaL^NaD^^* 
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And, looking in her face, was strooken blind. 
But this is true ; so like was one the other, 
As he imagin'd Hero was his mother ; 
And oftentimes into her bosom flew, 
About her naked neck his bare arms threw, 
And laid his childish head upon her breast, 
And, with still panting rock, there took his rest. 
So lovely-fair was Hero, Venus* nun, 
As Nature wept, thinking she was undone, 
Because she took more from her than she left, 
And of such wondrous beauty her bereft : 
Therefore, in sign her treasure suffer'd wrack. 
Since Hero's time hath half the world been black. 

Amorous Leander, beautiful and young 
(Whose tragedy divine Musaeus sung), 
Dvi^elt at Abydos ; since him dwelt thqre none 
For whom succeeding times make greater moan. 
His dangling tresses, that were never shorn, 
Had they been cut, and unto Colchos borne. 
Would have allured the venturous youth oC Greece 
To hazard more than for the golden fleece. 
Fair Cynthia wish'd his arms might be her sphere ; 
Grief makes her pale, because she moves not there. 
His body was as straight as Circe's wand ; 
Jove might have sipt out nectar from his hand. 
Even as delicious meat is to the tast. 
So was his neck in touching, and surpast 
The white of Pelop'a shoulder •. I could tell ye. 
How smooth liis breast '^aa, wi^\isy« '^XskXAXsi&V^acj 
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And whose immortal fingers did imprint 

That heayenly path with many a curious dint 

That runs along his back ; but my rude pen 

Can hardly blazon forth the loves of men, 

Much leas of powerful gods : let it suffice 

That my slack Muse sings of Leander's eyes ; 

Those orient cheeks and lips, exceeding his 

That leapt into the water for a kiss 

Of his own shadow, and, despising many, 

Died ere he could enjoy the love of any. 

Had wild Hippolytus Leander seen, 

Enamour'd of his beauty had he been : 

His presence made the rudest peasant melt, 

That in the vast uplandish country dwelt : 

The barbarous Thracian soldier, mov'd with nought, 

Was mov'd with him, and for his favour sought. 

Some swore he was a maid in man's attire. 

For in his looks were all that men desire — 

A pleasant-smiling cheek, a speaking eye, 

A brow for love to banquet royally ; 

And such as knew he was a man, would say, 

" Leander, thou art made for amorous play : 

Why art thou not in love, and lov'd of all f 

Though thou be fair, yet be not thine own thrall." 

The men of wealthy Sestos every year, 
'For his sake whom their goddess held so dear, 
r Bo66-cheek'd Adonis, kept a soI^tclii 1^'^\.\ 
THitber resorted many a 'wau^onii^^ ^^"eX. 
< To meet theii loyes : sucli aa "Viai^ Tioxift ^V ^^ 
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Came lovers home from this great festival ; 

For every street, like to a firmament, 

Glister'd with breathing stars, who, where they went. 

Frighted the melancholy earth, which deem'd 

Eternal heaven to burn, for so it seem'd, 

As if another Phaeton had got 

The guidance of the sun's rich chariot. 
I But, far above the loveliest, Hero shin'd, 

I And stole away th' enchanted gazer's mind ; 

I For like sea-nymphs' inveigling harmony, 

So was her beauty to the standers by ; 
• Nor that night-wandering, pale, and watery star 

(When yawning dragons draw her thirling car 
' From Latmus' mount up to the gloomy sky, 

• Where, crown'd with blazing light and majesty 

j She proudly sits) more overrules the flood 

I Than she the hearts of those that near her stood. 

Even as when gaudy nymphs pursue the chase. 

Wretched Ixion's shaggy-footed race, 
\ Incens'd with savage beat, gallop amain 

i From steep pine-bearing mountains to the plain. 

So ran the people forth to gaze upon her, 
\ And all that view'd her were enamour'd on her : 

And as in fury of a dreadful fight, 
: Their fellows being slain or put to flight, 

\ Poor soldiers stand with fear of death dead-strooken, 

So at her presence all surpris'd and tooken, 

Awdt the sentence of Yiei %coTTi^\i\ «^^\ 
He whom she favours liyoa \ V^ie oiOwst ^v^^". 
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There might you see one sigh ; another rage ; 
And some, their violent passions to assuage, 
i Compile sharp satires ; but, alas, too late ! 

[ For faithful love will never turn to hate ; 

And many, seeing great princes were denied, »; 

I Pin'd as they went, and thinking on her died, 

r On this feast-day — Oli, cursM day and hour 1 
Went Hero thorough Sestos, from her tower 
I To Venus' temple, where unhappily, 
; As after chano'd, they did each other spy. 
So fair a church as this had Venus none : 
i The walls were of discolour'd jasper-stone, 
1 Wherein was Proteus carv'd ; and overhead 
i ' A lively vine of green sea-agate spread, 
j Where by one hand light-headed Bacchus hung, 
! And with the other wine from grapes outwrung. 
Of crystal shining fair the pavement was ; 
The town of Sestos call'd it Venus* glass : 
There might yon see the gods, in sundry shapes, 
Committing heady riots, incest, rapes ; 
For know, that underneath this radiant flour 
Was Danae's statue in a brazen tower ; 
Jove slily stealing from his sister's bed. 
To dally with Idalian Ganymed, 
And for his love Europa bellowing loud, 
- And tumbling with the Rainbow in a cloud ; 
Blood-quaffing Mars heaving the iron, n&t 
Which limping Vulcan aiid\i\a O^^^o^^ ^^^-N 
Love kindling fire, to buxii wxcAi \»"7»tl'& ^^"Xxo^ n 
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Silvanus weeping for the lovely boy 

That now is turn'd into a cypress-tree, 

Under whose shade the wood-gods love to be. 

And in the midst a silver altar stood : 

There Hero, sacrificing turtles' blood, 

Vail'd to the ground, veiling her eyelids close ; 

And modestly they open'd as she rose : | 

Thence flew Love's arrow with the golden head ; ? 

And thus Leander was enamoured. 

Stone-still he stood, and evermore he gaz'd. 

Till with the fire, that from his countenance blaz*d, ' 

Relenting Hero's gentle heart was strook : 

Such force and virtue hath an amorous look. 

It lies not in our power to love or hate,\ yj/^^^vJUit. 1 
For will in us is overrul'd by fate. / ^ f^f j 

When two are strii)t long ere the course begin, 
We wish that one should lose, the other win ; . 

And one especially do we affect i 

Of two gold ingots, like in each respect ; • 

The reason no man knows ; let it suffice, j 

What we behold is censur'd by our eyes. j 

Where both deliberate, the love is slight : 
Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not at first sight ? V'.-.;-- ■ . '* 

He kneel'd ; but unto her devoutly pray'd : ^ 

Chaste Hero to herself thus softly said, 
*' Were I the saint he worships, I would hear him ; " 
And, as she spake those words, came somewhat near 

him. 
lie sfarted up ; she UuaVOi as on^ as\vwEL^\ 



L r-- . rf«v^".m« T"'V. flil^ '■'^'■■l mi ^ r ^W^> «.wm» 



J 

z 



/ffi^O AND LEANDER. 171 

Wherewitli Leandcr much more was inflam'd. 
He touched her hand ; in touching it she trembled : 
Love deeply grounded, hardly is dissembled, 
These lovers parled by the touch of hands : 
True love is mute, and oft amazed stands. 
Thus while dumb signs their yielding hearts entangled. 
The air with sparks of living fire was spangled : 
And Night, deep-drench'd in misty Acheron, 
Heav'd up her head, and half the world upon 
Breath'd darkness forth ( dark night is Cupid's day) : 
And now begins Leander to display 
Love's holy fire, with words, with sighs, and tears ; 
Which, like sweet music, enter'd Hero's ears ; 
And yet at every word she turn'd aside, 
And always cut him off, as he replied. 
At last, like to a bold sharp sophister, 
With cheerful hope thus he accosted her : 
** Fair creature, let me speak without offence : 
I would my rude words had the influence 
To lead thy thoughts as thy fair looks do mine ! 
Then shouldst thou be his prisoner, who is thine. 
Be not unkind and fair ; misshapen stuff 
Are of behaviour boisterous and rough. 
Oh, shun me not, but hear me ere you go I 
God knows, I cannot force love as you do : 
My words shall be as spotless as my youth. 
Full of simplicity and naked truth. 
This sacrifice, whose sweet i^eilxxm^ ^<^^^w^iSs\% 
From YemoB* altar, to yo\ii ioota\«^^\i«'aft^^^ 
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Dotb testify that yoa exceed her far, 

To whom you offer, and whose nun you are. 

Why should you worship hw ? h€r you surpass 

As much as sparkling diamonds flaring glass. 

A diamond set in lead his worth retains ; 

A heavenly nymph, belov'd of human swains. 

Receives no blemish, but oftimes more grace ; 

Which makes me hope, although I am but base, 

Basein respect of theedivine and pure , 

Dutyul service may thy love procure ; 

And I in duty will excel all other, 

As thou in beauty dost exceed Love's mother. 

Nor heaven nor thou were made to gaze upon : 

As heaven preserves all things, so save thou one. 

A stately-builded ship, well rigg'd and tall. 

The ocean maketh more majestical : 

Why vow'st thou, then, to live in Sestos here, 

Who on Love*s seas more glorious wouldst appear ? 

Like untun'd golden strings all women are, 

Which long time lie untouch'd, will harshly jar. 

Vessels of brass, oft handled, brightly shine : 

What difference betwixt the richest mine 

And basest mould, but use ! for both, not us'd, 

Are of like worth. Then treasure is abus'd, 

When misers keep it : being put to loan, 

In time it will return us two for one. 

Rich robes themselves and others do adorn ; 

Neither themselves nor otheta, if not '^oni« 

Who daildfl a palace, and. Tamft Trg >Xi« \^^A« 
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Shall see it ruinous and desolate : 

Ah, simple Hero, learn thyself to cherish t I 

Lone women, like to empty houses, perish. 1 

Less sins the poor rich man, that starves himself 

In heaping up a mass of drossy pelf, 

Than such as you : his golden earth remains, 

"V^iqh^ a^r hb decease, som^ o^r eains ; 

But this fair gSm, s^^t in toe loss alone. 

When you fleet hence, can be bequeath'd to none ; 

Or, if it could, down from th' enamell'd sky ( 

All heaven would come to claim this legacy. 

And with intestine broils the world destroy, \ 

And quite confound Nature's sweet harmony. 

Well therefore by the gods decreed it is, 

We human creatures should enjoy that bliss. 

One is no number ; maids are nothing, then,. . 

Without the sweet society of men. 

Wilt thou live single still ? one shalt thou be, 

Though never-singling Hymen couple thee. ) 

Wild savages, that drink of running springs, \ 

Think water far excels all earthly things ; | 

But they, that daily taste neat wine, despise it : \ 

Virginity, albeit some highly prize it, j 

Compar'a with marriage, had you tried them both, j 

Differs as much as wine and water doth. | 

Base bullion for the stamp's sake we allow : 

Even so for men's impression do we you ; 

B7 which alone, our reveten^ t&>i)Ev«t^ ^a:^ ^ 

Women receive perfectioii every "'w%»'y. 
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■■- ^^i^-^«l ■ ■■ 1 ■^^■^BMIB - 11, B^^^i^^^^^^ ^^^B^.^_^^M|i 

This idol, which you tenn virginity, 
Is neither essence subject to the eye, 
Ko, nor to any one exterior sense, 
Nor hath it any place of residence, 
Nor is't of earth or mould celestial, 
Or capable of any form at all. 
Of that which hath no being, do not boast : 
^ Things that are not at all, are never lost. 
Men foolishly do call it virtuous : 
What virtue is it, that is born with us ? 
Much less can honour be ascrib'd thereto : 
Honour is purchas'd by the deeds we do ; 
Believe me, Hero, honour is not won, 
Until some honourable deed be done. 
Seek you, for chastity, immortal fame, 
And know that some have wrong'd Diana's name ? 
Whose name is it, if she be false or not. 
So she be fair, but some vile tongues will blot ? 
^ut you are fair, ay me ! so wondrous fair, 
^ So young, so gentle, and so debonair, ^ -^ 

'-^As Greece will think, if thus you live alone,^- 
Some one or other keeps you as his own. 
Then, Hero, hate me not, nor from me fly, 
To follow swiftly-blasting infamy. 
Perhaps thy secred priesthood makes thee loath : 
Tell me to whom mad'st thou that heedless oath ? " 
" To Venus," answer'd she ; and, as she spake, 
Forth from those two tralucent cvatema brake 
A BtroSLm of liquid pearl, ^wYiviYv ^o^u\vKt Wi» 
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Made milk-white paths, whereon the gods might 

trace 
To Jove's high court He thas replied : " The rites 
In which love's beauteous empress most delights, 
Are banquets, Doric music, midnight revel. 
Plays, masks, and all that stem age counteth evil. 
Thee as a holy idiot doth she scorn ; 
For thou, in vowing chastity, hast sworn 
To rob her name and honour, and thereby 
Gommitt'st a sin far worse than perjury, 
Even sacrilege against her deity, 
Through regular and formal purity. 
To expiate which sin, kiss and shake liands : 
Such sacrifice as this Yenns demands." 
Thereat she smil'd, and did deny him so, 
As put thereby, yet might he hope for mo ; 
Which makes him quickly reinforce his speecli. 
And her in humble manner thus beseech : 
" Though neither gods nor men may thee deserve, 
Yet for her sake, whom you have vow'd to serve. 
Abandon fruitless cold virginity, 
The gentle queen of love's sole enem] 
Then shall you most resemble Yenns' 
When Yenus* sweet rites are perform'd and done. 
Flint-breasted Pallas joys in single life ; 
But Pallas and your mistress are at strife. 
Love, Hero, then, and be not tyrannous ; 
But heal the heart that thou hast '^ci\ixv<\&^'OK^^\ 
J^orstaiD thy youthful years YiiWi a:sariRft\ 
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Fair foola delight to be aoGouDted dim. 
Tha richest corn dies, if it be not reapt ; 
Besutf alone is lost, too waril; kept," 
These ugamenta he ua'd, sod manf mora ; 
■Wherewith she yielded, that was won before. 
Hero's louka yielded, but her words made wai 
Women are won when thoy hegiii to jar. 
Thus, having swallow'd Cupid's golden lioolt. 
The more alie striv'dj^e deeper waa_ahB stiook 
Yet.'en'lly fSTgiKng angft, Blrov^abe atill, 
And wonld be tbongbt to grant against her wilL 
So having pana'd a while, at laat she said, 
" Who taugbt theo rhetoric to deceive a maid ! 
Ah me I 9och worde as these sbonld I abhor. 
And yet I like Ihera for the oraton" 
With that, Leander atoop'd to have cmbrao'd 111 
But from his spreading arms away she cast ber. 
And thus besjjaka him : " Gentle j'outh, forbi 
To tonch tbe sacred garnients which I wear. 
TTpoQ a rock, and underneath a hill, 
Far from tbe town (where all is whUt and atill, 
Save that tbe sea, playing on yellow sand, 
Sends forth a rattling murmur to tbe land, 
Whose sound allures the goblen Morphuua 
In silence of the night to visit bs), 
My turret stands ; and there, God knows, I pit 
With Venus' swans and sparrows all the day. 
A dwarfish beldam bears me company, 
Tint hops about the otftin.\»i «\uste\^iav 
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And spends the night, that might be better spent, 
In vain discourse and apish merriment — 
Come thither." As she spake this, her tongue tripp'd, 
For unawares, ** Come thither," from her slipp'd ; 
And suddenly her former colour chaug'd, 
And here and there her eyes through anger rang'd ; 
And, like a planet moving several ways. 
At one self instant, she, poor soul, assays, 
Loving, not to love at all, and every part 
Strove to resist the motions of her heart : 
And hands so pure, so innocent, nay, such 
As might have made Heaven stoop to have a touch. 
Did she uphold to Yenus, and again 
Yow'd spotless chastity ; but all in vain ; 
Cupid beats down her prayers with his wings ; 
Her vows about the empty air he flings : 
All deep enrag'd, his sinewy bow he bent. 
And shot a shaft that burning from him went ; 
Wherewith she strooken, look'd so dolefully, 
As made Love sigh to see his tyranny ; 
And, as she wept, her tears to pearl he turn'd. 
And wound them on his arm, and for her mourn'd. 
Then towards the palace of the Destinies, 
Laden with languishment and grief, he flies. 
And to those stem nymphs humbly made request. 
Both might enjoy each other, and be blest. 
But with a ghastly dreadful countenance. 
Threatening a thonsand deaths at ev^t^ ^'a.Tif:.^^ 
Tbejr answer'd Lore, nor would. \o\Mi\i^^ w \c.\x.Oa- 
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As one poor word, their hate to him was such : 
^^- ^Hearken a while, andj will tell you why. 
'"^*^^^*C Heaven's winged hersLld, Jove-born Mercury, 
* The self-same day that he asleep had laid 
Enchanted Argus, spied a country maid, 
Whose careless hair, instead of pearl t'adom it, 
Glister'd with dew, as one that seemed to scorn it ; 
Hei breath as fragrant as the morning rose ; 
Her mind pure, and her tongue untaught to glose ; 
Yet proud she was (for lofty Pride that dwells 
In towered courts, is oft in shepherds' cells), 
And too-too well the fair vermilion knew 
And silver tincture of her cheeks, that drew 
The love of every swain. On her this god 
Enamour'd was, and with his snaky rod 
Did charm her nimble feet, and made her stay. 
The while upon a hillock down he lay, 
: And sweetly on his pipe began to play. 

And with smooth speech her fancy to assay, 
Till in his twining arms he lock'd her fast. 
And then he woo'd with kisses ; and at last, 
As shepherds do, her on the ground he laid. 
And, tumbling in the grass, he often stray'd 
Beyond the bounds of shame, in being bold 
To eye those parts which no eye should behold ; ^ 
And, likean insolent^ commanding ^o^ej^^ \ i|^i^^ 
Boasting nis parentage, would needs discoverX J^^^ 
The way to new Elysium. But she, 
Whose only dower waa'hw c\i«ksX\\.^, 
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Having striven in vain, was now about to cry, I 

And crave the help of shepherds that were nigh. \ 

Herewith he stay'd his fury, and began S 

To give her leave to rise : away she ran ; 
After went Mercury, who used such cunning, 
As she, to hear his tale, left off her running 
(Maids are not won by brutish force and might, 
But speeches full of pleasure and delight) ; > 

And, knowing Hermes courted her, was glad 
That she such loveliness and beauty had 
As could provoke his liking ; yet was mute. 
And neither would deny nor grant his suit. 
Still vow*d he love : she, wanting no excuse 
To feed him with delays, as women use, 
Or thirsting after immortality 
(All women are ambitious naturally), 
Impos'd upon her lover such a task. 
As he ought not perform, nor yet she ask : 
A draught of flowing nectar she requested 
\ Wherewith the king of gods and men is feasted : 

He, ready to accomplish what she will'd, 
Stole some from Hebe (Hebe Jove's cup j&U'd), \ 

And gave, it to his simple rustic love : j 

"Which being known — as what is hid from Jove ? — \ 

He inly storm'd, and waz'd more furious ' 

Than for the fire filch'd by Prometheus ; 
And thrust him down from heaven. He^ ^^»j3sk^^% 

her0, 
Ib mournful terms, with, aad «n9L'Vi«a»'''!I ^^^"^^ 
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Complain'd to 'Cupid : Cupid, for his sake, 

To be reveng'd on Jove did undertake ; 

And those on whom heaven, earth, and hell relics 

I mean the adamantine Destinies, 

He woands with love, and forc'd them equally 

To dote upon deceitful Mercury. 

They offer'd him the deadly fatal knife 

That shears the slender threads of human life ; 

At his fair-feather'd feet the engines laid, 

Which th* earth from ugly Chaos' den upweigh'd. 

These he regarded not ; but did entreat 

That Jove, usurper of his father's seat, 

Might presently be banish'd into hell, 

And aged Saturn in Olympus dwell. 

They granted what he crav'd ; and once again 

Saturn and Ops began their golden reign : 

Murder, rape, war, and lust, and treachery, 

Were with Jove clos'd in Stygian empery. 

But long this blessed time continu'd not : 

As soon as he his wished purpose got, 

He, reckless of his promise, did despise 

The love of th' everlasting Destinies. 

They, seeing it, both Love and him abhorr'd. 

And Jupiter unto his place restor'd : 

And, but that Learning, in despite of Fate, 

Will mount aloft, and enter heaven-gate, 

And to the seat of Jove itself advance, 

Hermes had slept in hell with Ignorance. 

Yetf aa a pnnishmeiiti ttiey «A^^>^Sa^ 
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That he and Poverty should always kiss 

And to this day is every scholar poor : 

Gross gold from them runs headlong to the boor. 

Likewise the angry Sisters, thns deluded, 

To venge themselves on Hermes, have concluded 

That Midas' brood shall sit in Honour's chair, 

To which the Muses' sons are only heir ; 

And fruitful wits, that inaspiring are. 

Shall discontent run into regions far ; 

And few great lords in virtuous deeds shall joy, 

But be surpris'd with every garish toy. 

And still enrich the lofty servile clown. 

Who with encroaching guile keeps learning down. 

Then muse not Cupid's suit no better sped, 

Seeing in their loves the Fates were injurM. 

THE SECOND SESTIAD. 
T7ie Argument of the Second Sestiad, 

I[ero of love takes deeper sense, 
Aad doth her love more recompense : 
Their first night's meeting, where sweet kisses 
Are th' only crowns of both their blisses : 
He swims t' Abydos, and returns : 
Ck)ld Neptune with his beauty bums ; 
Whose suit he shuns, and doth aspire 
Hero's fair tower and his desire. 

J 

By this, sad Hero, with love unacquainted^ j 

Viewing Leander's face, fell do^n wA i^\si\A^% 

He kias'd ber, and breatYi'd \Uft Va\.o\i6t\i.^'s^ \ 
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Wborewitb, as one diaplcas'd, awaj she trips ; 
Yet, aa she went, full often look'd behind. 
And maaj poor ezcuaea did Bbe find 
To liDger by the way, and once she Btay'd, 
And woald have tnm'd again, bat was afraid, 
In offering parley, to be connted light : 
So on abe goea^ and, in ber idle flight, 
Bar painted fan of curlM plumes let fall. 
Thinking to train Leander therewithal. 
He, being a novice, knew not what she meant, 
Bat etay'd, and after her a letter sent ; 
"Which joyfol Hero snswer'd in auch sort. 
As he had hope to scale the beauteous fort 
Wherein the liberal Graces lock'd their wealth ; 
And therefore to her tower ha got by stealth. 
Wide-open stood the door ; he need not climb ; 
And abs herself, before the 'pointed time, 
Had spread the board, with rosea strew'd the ro< 
And oft look'd out, and mus'd he did not come. 
At laat he came ; O, who can toll the greeting 
Tbese greedy lovers had at their first meeting T 
He ask'd ; shegsve ; and noticing was duLiied ; 
Both to each other quicHy were aSed ; 
Look how their hands, so were their hearts oaiti 
And what he did, abe ^lli ngly requited. 
{Swoet are the kisseS, the embracements sweet. 
When like desires and like alfectioiis meet ; 
Vol Srota the earth to heaven is Cupid raia'd, 
Wien fancy ia in eqoal WMce\«rfft-^ 
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Tet she this rashness suddenly repented, 
And tnm'd aside, and to herself lamented, 
As if her name and honour had been wrong'd 
By being possessed of him for whom she long'd ; 
Ay, and she wish'd, albeit not from her heart, 
That he would leave her turret and depart. 
The mirthful god of amorous pleasure smil'd 
To see how he this captive nymph beguil'd ; 
For hitherto he did but fan the fire, I 

And kept it down, that it might mount the higher. ' 

Now wax'd she jealous lest his love abated, \ 

Fearing her own thoughts made her to be hated. \ 

Therefore unto him hastily she goes, \ 

And, like light Salmacis, her body throws i 

Upon his bosom, where with yielding eyes * 

She offers up herself a sacrifice ^ 

To slake his anger, if he were displeas'd : Vi/V i 

0, what god would not therewith be appeas'd ? V^J^J^ ; 
Like .£sop's cock, this jewel he enjoy'd, 
And as a brother with his sister toy'd, 
Supposing nothing else was to be done, 
Kow he her favour and goodwill had won. 
But know you not that creatures wanting sense. 
By nature have a mutual appetence, 
And, wanting organs to advance a step, 
• Mov'd by love's force, unto each other lep ? 
Much more in subjects having intellect 
Some hidden influence bioeda ^ike ^^<^cX.. 
Albeit LeandeFi rude in love aii^ t^^^i « 
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J Long dallying with Hero, nothing saw 
\ That might delight him more, yet he suspected 
/u «^ome amorous rites or other were neglected. 
jf yherefore unto his body hers he clung : 

I hj, fe aring on the rus hes to be flung, 

Striv*d wun fSdouble^ strength ; tfie more stt stri 
,The more a gentle pleasing heat reviv'd, 
Which taught him all that elder lovers know ; 
And now the same gan so to scorch and glow, 

s in plain terms, yet cunningly, he crave it : \ ^ . 
JLove always makes those eloquent that have it.V^ 
A ^ She, with a kind of granting, put him by it, v 
J^yf And ever, as he thought himself most nigh it, v 
Like to the tree of Tantalus, she fled, 
Andy seeming lavish, sav'd her maidenhead. 
Ne'er king more sought to keep his diadem. 
Than Hero this inestimable gem : 
Above our life we love a steadfast friend ; 
Yet when a token of great worth we send, 
"We often kiss it, often look thereon. 
And stay the messenger that would be gone ; 
No marvel, then, though Hero would not yield 
So soon to part from that she dearly held : 
Jewels being lost are found again ; this never ; 
'Tis lost but once, and once lost, lost for ever. 
Now had the Morn espied her lover's steeds ; 
Whereat she starts, puts on her purple weeds. 
And, red for anger that he stay'd so long, 
All headlong throws "hetaeAi t\i^ do\3A& wsiavi%. 
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And now Leander, fearing to be miss'd, 

Embraced her suddenly, took leave, and kiss*d : 

Long was he taking leave, and loath to go, 

And kiss'd again, as lovers use to do. 

Sad Hero wrung him by the hand, and wept, 

Saying, ** Let your vows and promises be kept : " 

Then standing at the door, she turned about, 

As loath to see Leander going out. 

And now the sun that through th' horizon peeps, 

As pitying these lovers, downward creeps ; 

So that in silence of the cloudy night, 

Though it was morning, did he take his flight. 

But what the secret trusty night conceal'd, 

Leander's amorous habit soon reveal'd : 

With Cupid's myrtle was his bonnet crown'd, 

About his arms the purple riband wound, 

Wherewith she wreath'd her largely-spreading hair ; 

Nor could the youth abstain, but he must wear 

The sacred ring wherewith she was endow'd. 

When first religious chastity she vow'd ; 

Which made his love through Sestos to be known. 

And thence unto Abydos sooner blown 

Than he could sail ; for incorporeal Fame, 

Whose weight consists in nothing but her name. 

Is swifter than the wind, whose tardy plumes 

Are reeking water and dull earthly fumes. 

Home when he came, he seem'd not to be there, I 

But, like exiled air, thrust fto\si\i\& «^^\^^ ^v 

Set in a foreign place ; and a\.i«.\^\. VtwsL^'saR'^% 
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Alcides-like, by mighty yiolence, 
He would have chas'd away the swelling main, 
That him from her unjustly did detain. 
Like as the sun in a diameter 
Fires and inflames objects removed far, 
And heateth kindly, shining laterally ; 
So beauty sweetly quickens when *tis nigh, 
But being separated and remov'd, 
Burns where it cherish'd, murders where it loy*d. 
Therefore even as an index to a book, 
So to his mind was young Leander's look. 
Oh, none but gods have power their love to hide 1 
Affection by the countenance is descried ; 
I The light of hidden fire itself discovers, 
) \ And love that is conceal'd betrays poor lovers. 
i His secret flame apparently was seen : 

Leander's father knew where he had been, 
And for the same mildly rebuk'd his son. 
Thinking to quench the sparkles new-begun. 
But love resisted once, grows passionate, 
And nothing more than counsel lovers hate ; 
For as a hot proud horse highly disdains 
To have his head controU'd, but breaks the reins. 
Spits forth the ringled bit, and with his hoves 
Checks the submissive ground ; so he that loves, 
The more he is restrained, the worse he fares : 
"What is it now but mad Leander dares ? 
•' ^Bto, Hero 1 " thus he cried full oft ; 
And then, he got him to a tocV a\o^\., 
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Where having spied her tower, long star'd he on't, 
And pray'd the narrow toiling Hellespont 
To part in twain, that he might come and go ; 
But still the rising hillows answer'd, ** No." 
With that, he stripp'd him to the ivory skin, 
And, crying ** Love, I come," leap'd lively in ; 
Whereat the sapphire-visag'd god grew proud, 
And made his capering Triton sound aloud. 
Imagining that Ganymede, displeas'd, 
Had. left the heavens ; therefore on him he seized. 
Leander striv'd ; the waves about him wound. 
And puird him to the bottom, where the ground 
Was strew'd with pearl, and in low coral groves 
Sweet-singing mermaids sported with their loves 
On heaps of heavy gold, and took great pleasure 
To spurn in careless sort the shipwreck treasure ; 
For here the stately azure palace stood, 
Where kingly Neptune and his train abode. 
The lusty god embrac'd him, call'd him ** love," 
And swore he never should return to Jovo : 
But when he knew it was not Ganymed, 
For under water he was almost dead, 
He heav'd him up, and, looking on his face. 
Beat down the bold waves with his triple mace, 
Which mounted up, intending to have kiss'd him. 
And fell in drops like tears because they miss'd him. 
Leander, being up, began to swim, 
I And, looking back, saw Keptvme ^oYi^^ \\\ai\ 
/ Wherea.t, aghast, the poor «oxk\. gaxv \.o ws ^ 
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** 0, let me visit Hero ere I die 1 " 

The god pat Helle's bracelet on his arm, 

And swore the sea should never do him harm. 

He clapp'd his plump cheeks, with his tresses play'd, 

And, smiling wantonly, his love bewray'd ; 

He watched his arms, and, as they open'd wide 

At every stroke, betwixt them would he slide, 

And steal a kiss, and then run out and dance, 

And, as he turn'd, cast many a lustful glance, 

And throw him gaudy toys to please his eye, 

And dive into the water, and there pry 

Upon his breast, his thighs, and every limb, 

And up again, and close beside him swim. 

And talk of love. Leander made reply, 

** You are deceiv'd ; I am no woman, I." 

Thereat smil'd Neptune, and then told a tale, 

How that a shepherd, sitting in a vale, 

Play'd with a boy so lovely-fair and kind, 

\ As for his love both earth and heaven piri'd ; 

That of the cooling river durst not drink, 

i Lest water nymphs should pull him from the brink ; 

I And when he sported in the fragrant lawns, | 

; Goat-footed Satyrs and up-staring Fauns | 

Would steal him thence. Ere half this tale was done, j 
** Ay me," Leander cried, " tli* enamour'd sun, 

• That now should shine on Thetis* glassy bower, \ 

Descends upon my radiant Hero's tower : 1 

I 0, that these tardy arms of mine were wings 1 " j 

/ And, OS lie spake, upon tlie 'wavea'Vi^ ^^tvxx\s^. \^ 
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Neptune was angry that he gave no ear, 

And in his heart revenging malice bare : 

He flang at him his mace ; bat, as it went, 

He call'd it in, for love made him repent : 
\ The mace, returning back, his own band hit, 
\ As meaning to be veng'd for darting it. 
\ When this fresh-bleeding wound Leander view'd, 
\ His colour went and came, as if he ru'd j 

I The grief which Neptune felt : in gentle breasts < 

! Belentless thoughts, remorse, and pity rests ; | 

} And who have hard hearts and obdurate minds, j 

But vicious, harc-brain'd, and illiterate hinds ? 

The god, seeing him with pity to be mov'd. 

Thereon concluded that he was beloy'd 
y(Love is too full of faith, too credulous, 

With folly and false hopes deluding us) ; 

Wherefore, Leander's fancy to surprise. 

To the rich ocean for gifts he flies : 

*Tis wisdom to give much ; a gift prevails 

When deep-persuading oratory fails. 
By this, Leander, being near the land. 

Cast down his weary feet, and felt the sand. 

Breathless albeit he were, he rested not 

Till to the solitary tower he got ; 

And knock' d, and call'd : at which celestial noise 

The longing heart of Hero much more joys, 

Than nymphs and shepherds when the timbrel rings^ 

Or crookM dolphin when \ksA mW ^ycl^^ 
/ She Btayd not for her robea, \)\xt «X.i^\^\. vtosa^ 
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And, dnink with gladness, to the door she goes ; 
Where seeing a naked man, she screech'd for fear 
% (Sach sights as this to tender maids are rare), 
And ran into the dark herself to hide 
(Rich jewels in the dark are soonest spied). 
Unto her was he led, or rather drawn, 
'\ ,By those white limbs which sparkled through the 

lawn. 
And nearer that he came, the more she fled. 
And, seeking refuge, slipt into her bed ; 
f Whereon Leander sitting, thus began, 

- Through numbing cold, all feeble, faint, and wan : 

? "If not for love, yet, love, for pity-sake. 

Me in thy bed and maiden bosom take ; 
At least vouchsafe these arms some little room. 
Who, hoping to embrace thee, cheerly swoom ; 
This head was beat with many a churlish billow, 
\ And therefore let it rest upon thy pillow." 

Herewith aCfrighted, Hero shrunk away, 
' And in hor lukewarm place Leander lay ; 

Whose lively heat, like fire from heaven fet, 
Would animate gross clay, and higher set 
The drooping thoughts of base-declining souls. 
Than dreary-Mars-carousing nectar bowls. 
His hands he cast upon her like a snare : 
She, overcome with shame and sallow fear, 
Like chaste Diana when Actseon spied her, *\ 

Being suddenly betray' d, div'd down to hide her ; \ 
And, aa her silver body doYru^w^ "SR^YiX.^ 
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With both her hands she made the bed a tent, 
And in her own mind thought herself secnre, 
O'ercast with dim and darksome ^overture. 
And now she lets him whisper in her ear, 
\ Flatter, entreat, promise, protest, and swear ; 

Yet ever, as he greedily assay'd 
To touch those dainties, she the harpy play'd. 
And every limb did, as a soldier stout, 
' Defend the fort, and keep the foeman out ; 

For though the rising ivory mount he scaled, 
Which is with azure circling lines empal'd. 
Much like a globe (a globe may I term this, 
By which Love sails to regions full of bliss), 
I Yet there with Sisyphus he toil'd in vain, 

I The gentle parley did the truce obtain. 

[ Even as a bird, which in our hands we wring, 

■ Forth plungeth, and oft flutters with her wing, 

: She trembling strove : this strife of hers, like that 

j Which made the world, another world begat 

Of unknown joy. Treason was in her thought. 
And cunningly to yield herself she sought. 
Seeming not won, yet won she was at length : 
In such wars women use but half their strength? 
Leader now^like jThpban Hercules,. 
Enterd the orchai^ of tte Scspendes ; 
Whose fruit none rightly can describe, bat he 
That pulls or shakes it from the golden tree, 
jw herein Leander, on her qru^^inxi^Vc^A^^ 
fBreatbleaa spoke sometliiiig, wA f^^gci ^ «^ '^^ '*^''*' "^ 
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Which 80 prevailed, as he, with small ado, 
Enclos'd her in his arms, and kiss'd her too : 
And every kiss to her was as a charm, 
And to Leander as a fresh alarm : 
So that the trace was broke, and she, alas, 
Poor silly maiden, at his mercy was. 
ve is not full of pity, as men say, 
at deaf and cniel where he means to prey. 
And now she wish'd this night were never done, 
And sighed to think upon th' approaching sun ; 
For much it griev'd her that the bright dayliglit 
Should know the pleasure of this blessed night, 
And them, like Mars and Erycine, display 
Both in each other's arms chain'd as they lay. 
Again, she knew not how to frame her look, 
Or speak to him, who in a moment took 
That which so long, so charily she kept ; 
And fain by stealth away she would have crept, 
And to some corner secretly have gone. 
Leaving Leander in the bed alone. 
But as her naked feet were whipping out, 
He on the sudden cling'd her so about, 

\ That mermaid-like, unto the floor she slid ; 

I One half appear'd, the other half was hid. 

Thus near the bed she blushing stood upright. 
And from her countenance behold ye might 
A kind of twilight break, which through the air, 
Aa from an orient cloud, glimps'd here and there ; 
And round about the cham\)w tVSa l«\^ ^«^ 
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Brought forth the day before the day was born. 
So Hero's ruddy cheek Hero betray'd, 
And her all naked to his sight displayed : 
Whence his admiring eyes more pleasure took 
Than Dis^int heaps of gold fixing his look. 
By this, Apollo's golden harp began 
To sound forth music to the ocean ; 
Which watchful Hesperus no sooner heard, 
But he the bright Day-bearing car prepared, 
And ran before, as harbinger of light, 
And with his flaring beams mock'd ugly Night, 
Till she o'ercome with anguish, shame, and rage, 
Dang^d down to hell her loathsome carriage. 
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THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE. 

COME live with moi and be my love ; 
And we will all the pleasures prove 
That hills and valleys, dales and fields, 
Woods or steepy mountain yields. 

And we will sit upon the rocks, 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of roses. 
And a thousand fragrant posies ; 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle ; 

A gown made of the finest wool 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
fair-lined slippers for the cold, 
With buckles of tVie puiest %o\^ \ 
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A belt of straw and ivy-bads, 
With coral clasps and amber studs : 
An if these pleasures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 

The shepherd-swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May morning : 
If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 




\ 
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IWALS'D along a stream, for purenesi MM^' 
Brighter tlian similiias ; for it diil acqiiaittt 



No maltsn crystal, but « riclier mine, 

Even Nature's rarest alchjmy ran there — 

DiatnoDilii leaolr'd, and substance moro divine, 
Tbrongh whoas briglit-gliiling current mij 

A thouBand naked nympbs, whose ivory shine, 
EuamcUiug the baake, made tbem more tltar 
Than ever iras that glorioua palace gate 
Wiiero the day-ahiniog Snn in triumph sat«. 

Cpaa tbii brim the eglaatine sod roM, 
The tamarisk, olive, and the atmoDd tra«, 

As kind companions, in one union growi, 
Folding their twiing arms, aa oft we laa 

Turtle- taught lovera either other close. 
Lending to dnlnesa feeling Bjmpathy j 

Aod u a costly valance o'er a bed, 
Sq did tbm gulaod-topa Itie 'bioa^ o' 
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Tlieir IfSTea, tliat diffar'd both in atape anJ show, 
Tliongh all were green, yetdifTersncoBUcli in green, 

Lika to tbn checkei'd bent of Iris' boir, 
Pridsd the running maiii, ta it had been. 



THE parrot, from Eaat India to roe Bent, 
Ib dead : bU fawla, her exequies frequent I 
Go, godly birda, atriktng your breasts, bewail, 
And vritb rough claws your t^DiIec cheeks assail. 
For norul bairs let piece-torn plumes aboDDiI ; 
For long abrild trampeta lot your notes resound. 
Wliy, Philomel, dost Tereua' lon'dDiisa mooni t 
All-wasting yeara have that complaint now n 
Thy tuuos let this rare bird's sad funeral hen 
Itya a great, but ancient cause of Borrow. 
All 30a whose pinions in the clear air soar, 
But moat, thou friendly turtte-dnve, deplore: 
Full concord all your lirea «as yon betwixt. 
And to the end yoar constant faith stood fixt ; 
What Py lades did to Orestes prove, 
Snch to the parrot was the turtle-dors. 
Sat what oTail'd tVia (ai\ivl \ibt imrattas^ 
Or Foice that how Ifl ctanje fti» ■wiia. ■!«»«*■*»] 



r 
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"What helps it thou wert given to please my wench ? 

Birds' hapless glory, death thy life doth quench. 

Thou with thy quills mightst make green emeralds dark, 

And pass our scarlet of red saffron's mark. 

No such voice-feigning bird was on the ground ; 

Thou spok'st thy words so well with stammering sound. 

Envy hath rapt thee : no fierce wars thou mov'd'st ; 

Yain-babbling speech and pleasant peace thou lov'd'st. 

Behold, how quails among their battles live 1 

Which do perchance old age unto them give. 

A little iiird thee ; and, for love of talk. 

Thy mouth to taste of many meats did balk. 

Nuts were thy food, and poppy caus'd thee sleep ; 

Pure water's moisture thirst away did keep. » 

The ravenous vulture lives ; the puttock hovers 

Around the air ; the cadess rain discovers ; 

And crow survives arms-bearing Pallas* hate, . \ 

Whose life nine ages scarce bring out of date. ' \ 

Dead is that speaking image of man's voice, ^ 

The parrot given me, the far world's best choice. 

The greedy spirits take the best things first, 

Stpplying their void places with the worst. 

Ttersites did Protesilaus survive ; 

And Hector died, his brothers yet alive. 

M^ wench'^ vows for thee what should I show, 

W aich stormy south winds into sea did blow T 

Th) seventh day came ; none following mightst thou 

BAA • X 

And^ the Fate's distaff empt^ ^.tcycA \.o ^<&^ ^ 
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Yet words in thy benummM palate rung ; 
"Farewell, Corinna," cried thy dying tongn 
Elysium hath a wood of holm trees black, 
Whose earth doth not perpetual green grass 
There good birds rest (if we believe things h 
Whence unclean fowls are said to be forbidd 
There harmless swans feed all abroad the riv 
There lives the phoenix, one alone bird ever 
There Juno's bird displays his gorgeous feat! 
And loving doves kiss eagerly together. 
The parrot, into wood roceiv'd with these, 
Turns all the godly birds to what she please. 
A grave her bones hides : on her corps' grea' 
The little stones those little verses have— 
Th\» tomb approves Ipleas*d my mistress wel 
My moiUh in speaking did aU birds excel 



AD AMNEM, DUlf ITBK FAOB&BT AD AMI 

Flood with reed-grown slime banks, till I b 
Thy waters stay ; I to my mistress hast. 
Thou hast no bridge, nor boat with ropes to 
That may transport me, without oars to row 
Thee I have pass'd, and knew thy stream no 
When thy wave's brim did scarce my ankles 
With snow thaw'd from the next hill now tho 
And in thy foul deep wateta Oiicik. \.\iouT>Mk\ 
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What helps my haste I what to have ta'en small 

rest! 
What day aDd night to travel in her qnest I 
If, standiug here, I can by no means get 
My foot upon the further bank to set. 
Kow wish I those wings noble Perseus had, 
Bearing the head with dreadful adders clad ; 
Kow wish the chariot whence corn-fields were found 
First to be thrown upon the untill'd ground : 
I speak old poets' wonderful inventions ; 
Ne'er was, nor [e'er] shall be, what my verse mentions. 
Bather, thou large bank-overflowing river, 
Slide in thy bounds ; so shalt thou run for ever. 
Tmst me, land-stream, thou shalt no envy lack, 
If I a lover be by thee held back. 
Great floods ought to assist young men in love ; 
Great floods the force of it do often prove. 
In mid Bithynia, 'tis said, Inachus 
Grew pale, and, in cold fords, hot lecherous. 
Troy had not yet been ten years' siege' outstander. 
When nymph Nesra rapt thy looks, Scamander. 
What, not Alpheus in strange lands to nm, 
Th' Arcadian virgin's constant love hath won I 
And Crusa unto Xanthus first affied. 
They say, Peneus near Phthia's town did hide. 
What should I name Asop, that Thebe lov'd, 
Xhebe, who mother of five daughters prov'd I 
If, Achelous, I ask where thy \iOTTi% ^\;^ii^ \ 

Thou sajr'at, broke with Alcidea* «ai|sc^ \asA. 
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Not Calydon nor JEtolia did please ; 

One Dei'anira was more worth than these. 

Rich Nile, hy seven mouths to the vast sea flowing, 

"Who so well keeps his water's head from knowing, 

Is hy Evadne thought to take such flame, 

As his deep whirlpools could not quench the same. 

Dry Enipeus, Tyro to emhrace, 

Fly hack his stream charg'd ; the stream charg'd, gave 

place. 
Nor pass I thee, who hollow rocks down tumbling, 
In Tibur's field with watery foam art rumbling ; 
Whom Ilia pleas'd, though in her looks grief revell'd. 
Her cheeks were scratch'd, her goodly hairs dishevell'd. 
She, wailing Mars' sin and her uncle's crime, 
Stray'd barefoot through sole places on a time. 
Her, from his swift waves, the bold flood perceiv'd, 
And from the mid ford his hoarse voice upheav'd, 
Saying, " Why sadly tread'st my banks upon, 
Ilia, sprung from Idaean Laomedon ? 
Where's thy attire ? why wander'st here alone ? 
To stay thy tresses white veil hast thou none ? 
Why weep'st, and spoil'st with tears thy watery eyes ? 
And fiercely knock'st thy breast that open lies I 
His heart consists of flint and hardest steel, 
That, seeing thy tears, can any joy then feeL 
Fear not : to thee our court stands open wide ; 
There shalt be lov'd : Ilia, lay fear aside. 
Thou o'er a hundred nympha or more shalt reign, 
For Gve-score nympba or moie ovrc ^oo^^ twi\»:va.. 
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Nor, Roman stock, scorn me so much, I crave : 
Gifts than my promise greater thou shalt have. 
This said he. She her modest eyes held down ; 
Her woful bosom a warm shower did drown. 
Thrice she prepar'd to fly, thrice she did stay, 
By fear depriv'd of strength to run away. 
Yet, rending with enraged thumb her tresses, 
Her trembling mouth these unmeet sounds expresses : 
** 0, would in my forefathers' tomb deep laid 
My bones had been, while yet I was a maid 1 
Why, being a vestal, am I woo'd to wed, 
Deflower'd and stainM in unlawful bed ? 
Why stay I ? men point at me for a whore ; 
Shame, that should make me blush, I have no more." 
This said, her coat hoodwiuk'd her fearful eyes. 
And into water desperately she flies. 
'Tis said the slippery stream held up her breast, 
And kindly gave her what she likM best. 
And I believe some wench thou hast afiected ; 
But woods and groves keep your faults undetected. 
While thus I speak, the waters more abounded, 
And from the channel all abroad surrounded. 
Mad stream, why dost our mutual joys defer I 
Clown, from my journey why dost me deter ? 
How wouldst thou flow, wert thou a noble flood ? 
If thy great fame in every region stood ? 
Thou hast no name, but com'st from snowy mountains ; 
No cBTtSkiD. house thou hast, hot wx^ iws*x\\»S«k& \ 
Thy springs are naught but Tain Mi^ TCkS^Xje^^ «ws« ^ 
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Which wealth cold winter doth on thee best 
Either thou'rt muddy in mid-winter tide, 
Or, full of dust, dost on the dry earth slide. 
What thirsty traveller ever drunk of thee ? 
Who said with grateful voice, ** Perpetual b 
Harmful to beasts and to the fields thou pro 
Perchance these others, me mine own loss m 
To this I fondly loves of floods told plainly \ 
I shame so great names to have us'd so vain] 
I know not what expecting, I erewhile 
Kam'd Achel5us, Inachus, and Nile. 
But for thy merits I wish thee, white strean 
Dry winters aye, and suns in heat extreme. 



TIBTTLLI MORTEM DEFLET. 

If Thetis and the Morn their sons did wail, 
And envious Fates great goddesses assail, 
Sad Elegy, thy woful hairs unbind : 
Ah, now a name too true thou hast I find 1 
Tibullus, thy work's poet, and thy fame, 
Bums his dead body in the funeral flame. 
Lo, Cupid brings his quiver spoilM quite. 
His broken bow, his firebrand without light 
How piteously with drooping wings he stand 
And knocks his bare breast with self-angry 1 
The locks spread on his neck receive his tear 
And fihaluDg sobs hia mout^i lot 6^^^t\i^^^« 
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So at Eneas' bnrial, men report, 

Fair-fac'd liilus, he went forth thy court : 

And Yenus' grieves, Tibullus' life being spent, 

As when the wild boar Adon's groin had rent 

The gods' care we are call'd, and men of piety, 

And some there be that think we have a deity. 

Outrageous death profanes all holy things, 

And on all creatures obscure darkness brings. 

To Thracian Orpheus what did parents good, 

Or songs amazing wild beasts of the wood I 

"Where Linus, by his father Phoebus laid. 

To sing with his unequall'd harp is said. 

See, Homer, from whose fountain ever fiU'd 

Pierian dew to poets is distill'd 1 

Him the last day in black Avem hath drown'd : 

Verses alone are with continuance crown'd. 

The work of poeta lasts ; Troy's labour's fame. 

And that slow web night's falsehood did unframe. 

So Nemesis, so Delia famous are ; 

The one his first love, th' other his new care. 

What profit to us hath our pure life bred I 

What to have lain alone in empty bod I 

When bad Fates take good men, I am forbod 

By secret thoughts to think there is a god. 

Live godly, thou shalt die ; though honour heaven. 

Yet shall thy life be forcibly bereaven : 

Trust in good verse, Tibullus feels death's pains ; 

Scarce rests of all what a Bmall \ini C!eiii\»ai&. \ 

Tbee, aacred poets could sad fLamoa di^attQii \ 
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I Nor fearM they thy body to annoy I 

i The holy gods' gilt temples they might fire, 

I That durst to so great wickedness aspire. 

; Eryz' bright empress tum'd her looks aside, 

And some, that she refrain'd tears, have denied. 
\ Yet better is't, than if Corcyra's isle 

I Had thee unknown interr'd in ground most vile. 

;• Thy dying eyes here did thy mother close, 

j Nor did thy ashes her last offerings lose. 

Part of her sorrow here thy sister bearing, 
Comes forth, her unkemb'd locks asunder tearing. 
; Nemesis and thy first wench join their kisses 

With thine, nor this last fire their presence misses. 
Delia departing, ** Happier lov'd," she saith, 
*' Was I : thou liv'dst, while thou esteem'd'st my 
\ faith." 



Nemesis answers, " What's my loss to thee I 

His fainting hand in death engraspM me." 

If aught remains of us but name and spirit, 

TibuUus doth Elysium's joy inherit 

Their youthful brows with ivy girt, to meet him. 

With Calvus, learn'd Catullus comes and greet him ; 

And thou, if falsely charg'd to wrong thy friend, 

Gallus, that car'd'st not blood and life to spend. 

With these thy soul walks, souls if death release : 

The godly sweet TibuUus doth increase. 

Thy bones, I pray, may in the urn safe rest, 

And may th' earth's weight thy ashes naught molest t 
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DELIBERA'ilO FOETJB, UTRITM ELEGOS PEROAT S0RI6ERE 

AN FOTITJS TRAGOSDIAS. 

An old wood stands, uncut of long years' space : 
'Tis credible some god-head haunts the place ; 
In midst thereof a stone-pav'd sacred spring, 
Where round about small birds most sweetly sing. 
• Here while I walk, hid close in shady grove, j 

To find what work my Muse might move, I strove, t 

Elegia came with hairs perfumM sweet, t 

And one, I think, was longer, of her feet : \ 

A decent form, thin robe, a lover's look ; 
By her foot's blemish greater grace she took. 
Then with huge steps came violent Tragedy : 
Stern was her front, her cloak on ground did lie ; 
Her left hand held abroad a regal sceptre ; 
The Lydian buskin in fit paces kept her. 
And first she said, ** When will thy love be spent, 
O poet cureless of thy argument ? 
Wine-bibbing banquets tell thy naughtiness, 
Each cross-way's corner doth as much express. 
Oft isome points at the prophet passing by, 
And * this is he whom fierce love burns,* they cry. 
A laughiug stock thou art to all the city, 
While without shame thou sing'st thy lewdness ditty. 
'Tis time to move grave things in lofty style ; 
Long hast thou loiter'd ; greatet 7(Q\^<i^ sswvw^-^'^. \. 

The subject hides thy wit •• tsi«iil^ wsJ^ \«aa\is^.^\ - 



Tbia thon wilt saj to be a irortltf groGnil. 
Tby Mixae hath play'd what may milj girls content 
And bj those numbers ia thy first youtL speuL 
"Sow f;ive tho Roman Tragedy b nnma ; 
To fill my lawa thy wanton spirit frame," 
This said, she mov'd her buskins gaily vwniah'd, , 
And seven times ibook her head with thid^| 
gamishU ^B 

The other amilcd (I wot) with wanton eyas : ^^H 
Err I, or myrtle ia her right hand lies I ^^M 

" With lofty words, stout Tragedy," she Bnid,^^^ 
' ' Why treadeal me down 1 art thou aye ((ravely plaj* 
Thou deigo'at nneqaal lines shoald thee rehflarM ; 
Then laght'st against me, using mine own verse. 
Thy lofty styis with mine I not compare ; 
Small doors unfitting for large houses are. 
Light am I, and with me, mj care, light Lot* ; 
Not stronger am I than the thing I move. 
Tanua withotit me should be rustical ; 
This goddess' company doth to me befaL 
What gate thy stalely words cannot unlock, 
Uy nattering speeches soon wide-open knock. 
And I deeerve more than thou canst in verity. 
By anffering ranch not home by thy severity. 
By me Corinna learna, ooiening her guard, 
To get the door with little noise unburr'd ; 
And slipp'd from bed, cloth'd in a loose night-gown 
To mora hit htt anheard in setting down. 
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From no man's reading fearing to be sav'd ! 

But, till the keeper went forth, I forget not. 

The maid to hide me in her bosom let not. 

What gift with me was on her birthday sent, 

But cruelly by her was drown'd and rent ; 

First of thy mind the happy seeds I knew ; 

Thou hast my gift, which she would from thee sue." 

She left. I said, "You both I must beseech, 

To empty air may go my fearful speech. 

With sceptres and high buskins th' one would dress me ; 

So through the world should bright renown express me. 

The other gives my love a conquering name ; 

Come, therefore, and to long verse shorter frame. 

Grant, Tragedy, thy poet time's least tittle : 

Thy labour ever lasts ; she asks but little." 

She gave me leave. Soft loves, in time make hast ; 

Some greater work will urge me on at last. 
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